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Duncan, King of Scotland, 


Malcolm, 
Donalbain, c Sons to the King. 


2 Two Generals. 


Macduff, Governor of Fyfe 
Rolle, * 


Lenox, FX 7 


Angus, 

Caithneſs, 

Fleance, Son to Banquo, 

Seyward, General of the Engliſh Forces 
Toung Sey ward, his Son, 


Seyton, an Officer attending on Macbeth, 


Doctor, 
Old Man, 


WOMEN. 


Lafly Macbeth, 
Waiting-Woman, 


Hecate, 
Three ſpeaking Witches, 
Several ſinging Witches. 


Ladies and Gentlemen Attendants, Officers, 


Soldiers, Murderers, Ghoſts, &C. 


The SCENE lyes all thro' the Play in Sc 


land, chiefly at Macbeth's Caſtle, 


The ARGUMENT. 


UNCAN, King of Scotland, was a mild and 
upright Prince, endowed with all the Attributes 
of Royalty; yet all his Virtues could not root out 
thoſe Seeds of Rebellion, that'grew in the remote 
Parts of his Kingdom. | 
Macdonald, Lord of the Iles, was frequently in Re- 
bellion ; but now, combining with the Lords of Ner- 
way, they had raiſed a very powerful Army, meaning 
to penetrate into the very Bowels. of the Kingdom. 
= The King, with the utmoſt Expedition, raiſed an Ar- 
ny ſufficient to oppoſe them, led by two valiant Ge- 
__ nerals, Macbeth and Banque; the Rebels were routed 
in ſeveral pitch'd Battles, and were oblig'd at laſt to 
truſt their Safety to their Heels. | | 
As the two Generals were returning, -at the Head | 
of their victorious Army, they were met on a wild | 
barren Heath, by the three weird Siſters. (Witches fa- 
nous in thoſe Days for foretelling future Events) The 
tir hail'd Macbeth, by the Title of Thane of Glamis, 
the ſecond, with the Title of Thane of Cawdor, and 
tie third, with the Title of King that Thould be. 
Banquo urging them to ſpeak to him, they told him 
de ſhould be the Father of Kings, but never be one. 
Macbeth no ſooner arrived at Court, but the King, 
io recompence his Valour, conferred the two firſt pro- 
niſed Titles upon him. He ſeeing ſo happy a Succeſs 
of the two firſt Predictions, was reſolved not to be 
Wanting to himſelf in the laſt ; he was urged, aided, 
nd abetted, in this ambitious Thought by his Wife, 
Is had ſhook off every Softneſs of her Sex, and by 
15; & Contrivance the virtuous King was murdered in 
is bed, even in the Houſe of Macbeth. He alſo mur- MW 
ered the Grooms of his Chamber, and left the 1 | 
Veath of the King upon them: Soon after by the in- [| 
«ice of the Army, he was crowned King. 
Remems 


0t- 


[i] 
Remembering the Promiſe the weird Siſters made 
to Banguo, that he ſhould be the Father of Kings, he 
cauſed him to be murdered ; but Fleance his Son hap- 
pily eſcaped into Wales ; from whence deſcended an 
iluſtrious Race of Kings, which long filled the 
Throne of Scotland. | | — 
The Tyrant then built Dun ſinane-Caſtle, and made 
it his ordinary Seat; and afterwards on new Fears, 
conſulting with his Wizards about his future Bflate, 
was told by one of them, that he never ſhould be 
overcome, till Birnam · Wood (being ſome Miles-diſ- | 
tant) came to Dunfnane-Caſtle ; and by another, that 
he ſhould never be ſlain by any Man which was born 
of Woman. Secure then as he thought from all future 
Dangers, he omitted no Kind of libidinqus Cruelty, | 
for the ſpace. 1 Vears; but havigg then made 
up the Meaſure of his Iniquities, Macduff, the Gover- 
nor of Fife, aſſociating himſelf with fome few Patriots 
and being aſſiſted with ten Thouſand Exgi;) met in 
Birnam-Wood, and taking every one of them a 
Boygh in his Hand (the better to keep them from Diſ- 
<overy) marched early in the Morning towards Dan- | 
Hnane-Caſtle, which they took by Scalado : Macbeth | 
eſcaping, was purſued by Macduff, who having over- | 
taken him, urged him to the Combat; to whom the 
'Tyrant, half in ſcorn, returned this Anſwer; That 
he did in vain attempt to kill him, it being his Defti-$ 
ny, never to be ſlain by any that was born of Woman. 
Now then, ſaid Macdugf, is thy fatal End drawing tal 
| thee, for I was never born of Woman, but vio- 
lently cut out of my Mother's Womb; which Words 
ſo daunted the cruel Tyrant, though otherwiſe a vali 
ant Man, and of great Courage, that he was very 
Fu ſlain, and Malcolm the true Heir, ſeated in hi 
hrone. | 
This true Hiſtory may be read in Hellingibead | 
Chronicle of Scotland, in all its particular Circum 
fances, which our immortal Shakeſpeare has critical 


followed. MACBET | 
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ACT IL 
SCENE, an open Place. [Stage dark.] 


Witches riſe ſeparately. 


1 Witch, 
T HEN ſhall we three meet again 
In thunder, lightning, and in rain ? 


2 V. When the hurly-burly's done; 
Vhen the battle's loſt and won. 

3 V. That will be ere ſet of ſun ; 

V. Where's the place? 

2 V. Upon the heath. ; 

3 V. There we'll goto meet Macheth=—n— 
| [A prick heard. 

1 V. T come, I come, Grimalkin»—m Wo. 74 

2 V. Padocke call anon; 

All. Fair is foul; and foul is fair; 


Hover through the fog, and filthy air. 


\ 


A 2 SCENE 


It rains; thunders; and ligbtens. Three 


[They vaniſh. 


— — 


4 MACBETH. 
SCENE changes to a Palace at Foris. [Stage light.] 


Enter King, Malcolm, Donalbain, Lenox, anda. 
tendants, meeting Seyton, with his arm in a Scarf. 


' King. What wounded man is that? He can report, 
As ſeemeth by bis plight, of the revolt | | 
The neweſt tate 

Mal. Fhis is the valiant Seyton, 

Who; like a and hardy ſoldier, fought , 

To fave my fiberty. Hail worthy friend i 

Say to the King, the knowledge of the broil, 

As thou didſt leave it. 

Sey. Doubtful long it ſtood : 

As two ſpent ſwimmers that do cling together, 

And choke their art: The mercileſs Macdonald, 
Worthy to be a Rebel, {for to that 
The multiplying villanies of nature 
Do ſwarm upon him) from the weſtern iſles 
Of Kernes and Galloau - Glaſſes was ſupply'd ; 

And fortune, on his damned quarry ſmiling, 
Sdew'd like a Rebel's whore, But all too weak: 
For brave Macbeth (well he deſerves that name] 

Diſdaining fortune, with his brandiſh'd ſteel 
(Which ſmoak'd with bloody execution) 

Like valour's minion, carved out his paſlage, 

Till he had fac'd the ſlave ; 

Who ne'er ſhook hands, nor bade farewel to him, 
Till he unſeam'd him from the nave to th' chops, 
And fix'd his head upon our battlements, 

King. Oh, valiant coufin ! worthy gentleman! 
Scy. Howe'er, this day-break of our victory 

Serv'd but to light us into greater dangers ; 

For from that ſpring, whence comfort ſeem'd to flow, 
Diſcomfort ſwell'd.—Mark, King of Scotland, mark 
No ſooner juſtice had, with valour arm'd, | 
Compell'd theſe ſkipping Kernes to truſt their heels, 
But the Norwweyan lord, ſurveying vantage, 

With furbiſh'd arms, and new ſupplies of men, 


Began a freſh aſſault. King. 
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King. Diſmay'd not this our Generals 
Macbeth and Banguo? 
Sey. Oh, 5e. 
As ſparrows, eagles; or the hare; the lion: 
if I ſay ſooth, I muſt report, they were 
As cannons overcharg'd ; with double cracks. 
do they redoubled ſtrokes. upon the foe : 
Except they meant to bathe in reeking wounds, 
Or memorize another Golgatha, 
cannot tel. 
But I am faint ;—my gaſhes cry for help. 
King.. So well thy words become thee, as thy 
wounds: a 


They ſmack of honour both. Go, get him ſurgeows.. 
[Exit Seyton attended. 


But who comes here? 
Mal. The worthy Thane of Rose. 
Len, What haſte looks through his eyes? 


Enter Roſſe and Angus haftily, who kneel.” 


Refſe. God ſave the King! 
King. Whence cam'ſt thou, worthy Thane £.* 
Roſe. From Hye, great King, 
Where the — —2 the ſky,, 
and fan our People cold. 
Norway himſelf (with:numbers terrible) | 
Aſiſted by that moſt diſſoyal traitor, . 
The Thane of Cawwdor;. gan a diſmal conflict; 
Till that Bel/ong's bride-groom, bold Macbeth, 
Confronted him with ſelf- compariſons, 
toint againſt point rebellious, arm 'gainſt arm, 
Curbing his laviſh ſpirit. To conclude, 
The victory fell on us. 
King. Great happineſs! 
Roſe. Now Sawenc, Norway's King, craves com- 
poſition ; - _ | 
Ir would we deign him burial of his men, 
Till he diſburſed, at Saint Co/mes-hill iſle, 
len thouſand dollars to our General's uſe.” 


Kings. 


|} 
FI 
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King. No more that Thane of Cawdor ſhall deceive 
Our Phe int'reſt. Go, pronounce his death, 
And with his former title greet Macbeth. | 

Roſſe. Tl ſee it done. [Exit: 


King. What he hath loſt, noble Macheth has won. 
[Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to a Heath: [Stage wk} 
Thunder, Kc. the three Witches ris * 


1 V. Where haſt thou been, fiter b. 
2 F. Killing ſwine. 
3 FV. Siſter, where thou? 
1 V. A ſailor's wife had cheſnuts in her lap; 
And mounch'd, and mounch d, and mounch d. 
Give me, quo I. 
Aroint thee, witch ! the rump- fed ronyon ery'd. — 
| Her huſband's to Aleppo gone, maſter o the Heer: 
But in a ſieve I'll thither Eil, 
And, like a rat without a tail, 
Pi — do——and I'll do:. 
2 IW. I'll give thee a wind: 
1 V. Thou art kind. 
3 V. And I another. 
1 V. I myſelf have all the other; 
And the very points they blow; 
All the quarters that they kxnow-w- 
PI the ſhip-man's card. 
Pl drain him dry as hay; 
Sleep ſhall neither, night nor day, 
Hang upon his pent-houſe lid; 
He ſhall live a Man forbid; 
Weary (ev'nights, nine times nine, - 
| Shall he dwindle, peak, and pine; 
10 Though his bark cannot be loſt, 
N Yet it ſhall be tempeſt · toſt 
Look, what I have. 
2 V. Shew me. 
3. W. Shew me.- 


4 
— 


-— — 2 


1 
—— 


V. Here, I have a pilot's thumb, 

eck d as homeward he did come. 
[Dram kind i 22 

3 N. A drum, a drumwaa ꝑ— 
Macbeth doth come! 

L. The weird fiſters, hand in hand, 
poſters of the ſea and land, 
Thus do go about, about; 

1 V. Thrice to thine. 

2 V. And thrice:to thine. 

3 V. And thrice again to make up nine. 

1 V. Peace — the charms wound up. 


4 march beat. Enter Macbeth and Banquo. 


Mach. Command they make a halt upon the 
heath — 
do fair and foul a day I have n't ſeen. 
Ban. How far 1s't call'd to Forts ? 
theſe, 
do wither'd, and ſo wild in their attire, 
That look not like the earth's inhabitants, 
And yet are on't? Live you? or are you aught 
That man may queſtion ? You ſeem to underſtand 
me, 
dy each at once her choppy finger laying | 
On her ſkinny Lips ;—You ſhould be Women ; 
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret ſo.— 
Mach. Speak, if you can, What are you? 
1 J. All-hail, Macbeth! hail to thee, Thane of 


What are 


Glames ! 

2 V. All-hail, Macbeth! hail to thee, Thane of 
Cawaor ! 

3 V. All hail, Macbeth! thou ſhalt be King 
hereafter. 


Bar. Good Sir, why do you ſtart? and ſeem to 
dread events 


That ſound fo fair ?—T th' name of truth, 

re ye fantaſtical ? or that indeed [To the Witches. ] 

Which outwardly ye ſhew? My noble partner here 
ou greet with preſent grace, and ſtrange f 
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Of noble having, and of royal hope; 
To me you ſpeak not.— 
If you can look into the ſeeds of time, 
And ſay which grain will grow, and which will not; 
Speak then to me, who neither beg your favour, 
Nor fear your hate. | | 
1 W. Hail! 
2 W. Hail! 
3 FW. Hail! | 
i I. Leſſer than Macbeth, yet greater. 
2 N. Not ſo happy, yet much happier. 
3 *. Thou ſhalt get Kings, though thou ſhalt ne'er 
one. 
— o all hail, Macbeth and Bangue.! 
All V. Banguo and Macbeth, all-hail ! [Going. 
Macb. Stay you imperfect ſpeakers ; tell me more: 
By Sine['s death I know I'm Thane of Glamis ; 
But how of Cawdor ? while that Thane yet lives, 
A proſp'rous gentleman ; and, to be King, 
Stands not within the proſpect of belief, 
No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from whence 
You owe this ſtrange intelligence? or why, 
Upon this blaſted heath, you ſtop our way 
With ſuch prophetick greeting ?—Speak, I charge 
you. [ Exeunt Witch. ] 
Ban. The earth hath bubbles, as the water has; | 
And theſe are of 'em. Whither are they vaniſh'd? ( 
Mach. Into the air; and what ſeem'd corporal \ 
Melted like breath into the wind J 
B 
H 


Would they had ſtaid 


Ban. Were ſuch things here as we do ſneak about? 
Or have we eaten of the inſane root, 
That takes the reaſon priſoner ? I. 
Mach. Your children ſhall be Kings. 
Ban. You ſhall yourſelf be King — D 
Mach. And Thane of Cawdor too! Went it not fo! 
Ban. was th' ſelf-ſame tune and words, Who's 
ere? 


Eat 
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Enter Roſſe and Angus. | 
Roe. The —=— hath happily receiv'd, Macbeth, 
The news of thy ſucceſs ; and when he reads 
The pers'nal venture in the rebel's fight, 
His wonders and his praiſes do contend 
Which ſhould be thine, or his —Silenc'd with that 
ln viewing o'er the reſt o' th' ſelf-ſame day, | 
He finds thee in the ſtout Noraweyan ranks, 
Nothing afraid of what thyſelf didſt make, 
Strange images of death ! As thick as hail 
Came poſt on poſt ; and ev'ry one did bear 
Thy praiſes in his kingdom's great defence, 7 
\nd pour'd 'em down before him. 
Ang. We are ſent, | | | 
To give thee, from our royal Maſter, thanks, 
Only to herald thee into his ſight ; - 
Not pay thee. 
Roſe. And, for an earneſt of a greater honour, 
He bade me, from him, call thee Thane of Cawdor : 
In which addition, hail, moſt worthy Thane / 


Mach. The Thane of Cawdor lives; 
Why do you dreſs me in his borrow'd robes ? - 

Ang. Who was the Thane lives yet ; 
Zit under heavy Judgment bears that life, 
Which he deſerves to loſe. Whether he was 
Combin'd with Neravay, or did line the rebel 
With hidden help and vantage; or that with both ' 
Helabour'd in his country's wreck, we know not: 
ut treaſons capital, confeſs'd, and prov'd, -- 


Have overthrown him. 


The greateſt is behind. Thanks for your-pains. 


[To Angus. 


Do you not hope your children ſhall be kings? 
[To Banquo. 
When thoſe, that gave to me the Thane of Cawdor, - 
Promi;'d no leſs to them? 
Ban. That truſted home, 


light yet enkindle you unto the crown, 
W hell as Thang of 


Ban. What! can the Devil ſpeak true? (Ade. 


audor. Lis ſtrange— 
2 1 3 


.* 


Mach. Glamis ! and Thane of Cawdor ! — [ ſide. + 


— wo — 1 
—— 22 
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But often times, to win us to our 

The inſtruments of darkneſs tells us truth; 

Win us with honeſt trifles, to betray us 

In deepeſt confequence. 

Couſins, a word, I pray. [To Rofle and Angus, 


who retire with him. 


Mach. Two truths are told, 
As happy prologues to the ſwelling act 
Of the imperial theme. 
This ſupernatural ſolliciting 
Cannot be ill — cannot be good. 
Why hath it giv'n me earneſt of ſucceſs, 
Commencing in a truth? I'm Thane of Cawdor | 
If good; why do I yield to that ſuggeſtion, 
Whoſe horrid image doth unfix my hair, 
And make my ſeated heart knock at my ribs, 
Againſt the uſe of nature? Preſent feats 
Are leſs than horrible imaginings. 
Fortune, methinks, (which rains down honour on me) 
Seems to rain blood too, But theſe are dreams. 
Ban. Look, how our partner's rapt ! [ fear. 
Mack. If chance will have me king; why, chance 
| may crown me 
Without my ſtir. 
Ban. New honours come upon him, 
Like new garments, cleave not to their mould, 
But by the aid of uſe. Hit. 
Mach. Come what come may; he 
Patience and time run thro' the rougheſt day. 
Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we wait upon your leiſure. 
Mack. Give me your favour : My dull brain 
wrought | , 
With things forgot. Kind gentlemen, your pains 
Are regiſter'd, where every day I turn ; 
The leaf to read them. Let us tow'rd the king 
Think upon what bath chanc'd; and at more 
time : LY 
(The interim having weigh'd it) we will im- Aja 
art | 
Our * {Wb ments to each other? preaſts. 
Ban, Very gladly, | 


If ill, 


ni Moe , 2 


* 


Mac! 
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Mach. Till then enough Come, friends. [Exeunt« 


SCENE the palace. [Stage light.]. 


Fitcr King, Malcolm, Donalbain, Macduff, Lenox, 


and attendants; 


King. Is execution done on Caæudar yet? 
Mal. My liege, your officers 
ie not come back. But L have ſpoke 
MJ With one that ſaw him die, who did report, 
That very frankly he confeſs'd his treaſons; 
Implor'd your Highneſs pardon, and ſent forth 
deep repentance ; nothing in his life 
became him like the leaving it. He died 
As one that had been ſtudied in his death, 
To throw away the deareſt thing he own'd, . 
A; 'twere.a careleſs trifle... 
King\, There is no art 
To find the mind's conſtruction in the face: 
He was a gentleman on whom I built 
An abſolute truſt. 


Enter Macbeth, Banquo, Raſſe, and Angus, 


who kneel. 


O worthieſt couſin! 
The fin of my ingratitude, een now., 
lies heavy on me. Thou art ſo far before, 
That ſwifteſt wing of recompence is flow 
Lo overtake thee. Would thou hadſt leſs deſerved, 
That the proportion both of thanks and payment 
light have been mine ! only I've left to lay, 
Wore is thy due, even more than all can pay. 
Mach. The ſervice and the loyalty I owe, 
a doing pays itſelf, Your higbneſs part 
o receive our duties; and our duties 
ite to your throne and ſtate, children and ſervants ; 
ſich do but what they ſhould, in doing ev'ry thing 
e tow'rd your love and honour, 
ITY King 


— wu -— l — ha Wa * — 
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And in his commendation I am fed, 


Oh! he's a peerleſs kinſman. 
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King. Welcome hither; 
We have begun to plant thee, and will labour 
To advance thy growth — And noble Bangus too, 
Thou haſt no leſs deſerv'd ; let me enfold, 
And hold thee to my heart. 
Ban. There (if I grow) 
The harveſt is your own. -. 
King. My plenteous joys,” 
Wanton in fulneſs, ſeek to hide themſelves - 
In drops of ſorroẽw . Sons, kinſmen, Thanes, - 
And you whoſe places are the neareſt, know 
We will eſtabliſh our eſtate upon 
Our eldeſt, Malcolm, whom we name hereafter © 
The prince of Cumberland! which honour muſt : 
Not unaccompanied inveſt him only; 
But ſigns of nobleneſs, like ſtars, ſhall ſhine - 
On all deſervers. Hence to Inwerneſi, 
And bind us further to you. 
Mach. The reſt is labour, ſir, which is n't us'd for 


you : 
T'll be myſelf the harbinger, and make glad | 


The hearing of my wife with your approach; l 
So humbly take my leave. T 
King. My worthy Canwder ! © h 


Mach. The prince of Cumberland — that is a ſtep Il 
On which J muſt fall down, or elſe o'er-leap, —_— 
For in my way it lies. Stars hide your fires ! 
Let no light ſee my black and deep deſires ; - 

Eye! wink at the hand! yet let that be, 
Which the eye fears, when it is done, to ſee. Tg 7 
Exit 

King. True, worthy Banguo; he is full ſo valiant, UN 

| vc 


It is a banquet to me. Let's after him, 
W hoſe care is gone before to bid us welcome. 
[Exunt 


MACBETH 3 
SCENE an Apartment in Macbeth's Caftle at 


Inverneſs. 


Enter Lady Macbeth, wich a Letter. 


la, M. HE H met me on the day of ſucceſs; and 

I have learn'd, by the perfectæſ report, 
that they have more than mortal knowledge in em. 
Wien 1 burnt in defire to queſtion them further, they 
vaniſh'd into air: while I fload aurapt in wonder at 
it, came miſſives from the king, wwho all hail 'd me 
Thane of Cawdor; by which title the weird liſters 
bad he fore ſaluted me, and referred me to the coming on 
f time, with,” Hail, King that ſhalt be! This have I. 
long bt good to delitver thee (my deareft partner of 
rat ne that thou migbt ſ not loſe the dues of reyoi- 
ing, by being ignorant of what is promis'd thee. Lay 
it to thy heart, and farewel, 


* Glamis thou art, and Cawwdor———and ſhalt be 

What thou art promis d. Yet do I fear thy nature; 

[tis too full o' th*,milk of human kindneſs, | 

Io catch the neareſt way. Thou would'ſt be great; 

in not without ambition; but without 

The m—__ I attend it. What thou wouldſt 
ighly, | 

That woulait thou-holily ; wouldſt not play falſe, 

and yet wouldſt wrongly win. lie thee hither, 

ſtat I may pour my ſpirits in thine ear, 

ard chaſtiſe, with the valour of my tongue, 

althat impedes thee from the golden round, 

Which fate and metaphyſical aid doth ſeem | 

locrown thee with. 4 


Enter meſſen ger. 


Nat's your tidings 2 a 
The king comes here to- night. 

la. M. Thou irt mad to ſay it. hu 
10! thy maſter with him? who, were'; ſo, 
vld have inform'd for preparation. 


It. 
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Me. So pleaſe you, it is true; our Thane is 
— 

One of my fellows had the ſpeed of him; 
Who (almoſt dead for breath) could ſcarce make up 
Enough t'unfold his meſſage. 
La. M. Gite him tending ; 
He brings great news. [Exit My. 
Fhere's muſic in the raven's voice, 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 
Under my battlements. Come, all ye ſpirits 
That tend on mortal thoughts, unſex me here; 
Fill me, fiom crown to th' toe, topful 


Of direſt cruelty ; make thick my blood; 


Stop up th' acceſs and paſſage to remorſe, 
That no compunctious viſitings of nature 


Shake my fell Pur poſe. Come to my woman's ; 


breaſts, 
And take my milk for gall, ye murd'ring miniſters! 
Where er in ſightleſs ſubſtances 


You wait on nature's miſchief——And thou, thick 


night 


Come, pall thee in the dunneſt ſmoke of hell, 


That my keen knife ſee not the wound it makes. 
Nor heav'n peep through the blanket of the dark, 
To cry, Hold! hold. 


Enter Macbeth, haſtily. 


Great Glanis !/—worthy Cawdor !— [| Embraces bin. 


Greater than both by the all-hail hereafter ! 
Thy letters have tranſported me beyond 
Th'ignorant preſent time, and I feel now 
The future in the inſtant. 

Mach. Deareſt love! 
Duncan comes here to-nigat. 

La M. And when goes hence ? 

Mach. To morrow, as he purpoſes. 

La M. O never, 
Never ſhall ſun that morrow ſee 
Your face, my Thane, is as a book, where men 
May read ſtrange matters, To beguile the oh. , 
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Look like the time; bear welcome in your eye, 
Your hand, your tongue; look like the innocent 
flower, 

But be the ſerpent ander 't. He, that's coming, 

Muſt be provided for; and you ſhall put 
mis night's great buſineſs into my diſpatch, 
pl Which ſhall, to all our nights and days to come, 
iee ſolely ſov'reign ſway and maſterdom. [Exeurt, 


SCENE zeare Macbeth's Caftle-gate. 


ler King, Malcolm, Donalbain, Banquo, Macduff, 
Lenox, Roſſe, Angus, and attendants. " 


King. This caſtle hath a pleaſant ſeat ; the air 
Nimbly and ſweetly recommends itfelf | 
Unto our gentle ſenſes. [| 

Ban. This gueſt of ſummer, 
The temple haunting martlet, does approve, L 
by his lov'd maſonry, that heav'n's breath i 
Smells woingly here. No jutting frize, 
buttrice, or coigne of vantage, but this bird 
Hath made his pendant bed, and procreant cradle: 
Where they muſt breed and haunt, I have obſerv'd, 
The air is delicate, 


Enter Lady Macbeth. 

ts King. See, ſee ! our honour'd hoſteſs !—— 
The love that follows us ſometimes is our trouble. 
ich ſtill we thank as love. Herein I teach you 
tow you ſhould bid God eyld us for your pains, 
ind thank us for your trouble. 

La. NM. All our ſervice 

lu every point twice done, and then done double) 

ere poor and barren gratitude for thoſe 

tep honours, wherewith your majeſty does load 
- houſe For dignities of old and later date, 

e reſt your humble debtors. 
* ing. Where's the Thane of Cawdor ? 

*Cours'd him at the heels, and had a purpoſe " 
C 2 To 


16 NAC BET A. 


To be hĩs purveyor: but he rides well, 
And his great love (ſharp as his ſpur) hath help'd him 
Home before us. Fair and noble hoſteſs, 
We are your gueſts to- night. 
La. M. Vour ſervants ever 
Have theirs, themſelves, and what is theirs in compt, 
To make their audit at your highneſs' pleaſure ; 
Still to return your own. 
King. Give me your hand, 
Conduct me to mine hoſt ; we love him highly, 
And ſhall continue our affection to him: 7 
By your leave, hoſteſs, [ Exeunt ints the caſtle.. 


SCENE an Apartment in the caſtle. 
Enter Macbeth, muſing. 
Mach. If it were dane when done, then 'twere 


well 
Twere done quickly: if th' aſſaſſination 


| 
Could tramel up the conſequence, and catch = - 
With its ſurceaſe ſucceſs, that but this blow FE 
Might be the be- al and the end- all here, 3 
Ev'n' here, upon this bank and ſhoal of tine.—— . 


We d jump the life to come But, in theſe caſes, 
We ſtiſl have judgment bere, that we but teach 
Bloody inſtructions, which (being taught) recoil 

To plague th' inventor. Even-handed juſtice 
Returns th' ingredients of our poiſon'd chalice 

To our own lips. He's here in double truſt : 
Firſt, as I am his kinſman and his ſubject; 

Strong both againſt the deed ; then, as his hoſt, 


Who ſhould againſt his murd'rer ſhut the door, 
Not bear the knife myſelf. Beſides, this Duncan = 
10 


Hath born his faculties ſo meek. hath been 

So clear in his great office, that his virtues 
Will plead, like angels, trumpet-tongu'd againſt 
The deep damnation of his taking off: 

Ard pity, like a naked new-born babe 
Stricing the blaſt, or heav'n's cherubims hors'd 


Upon the ſightleſs courſers of the air, Sal 
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dall blow the horrid deed in ev'ry eye, 

That tears ſhall drown the wind l have no ſpur 
Toprick the ſides of my intent, but only 

Vaulting ambition, which o'erleaps itſelf, 

4nd falls on th' other Who's there? 


2 
ö — 
\ 
p 
4 
10 


5 
3 
j 

: 4 


Enter Lady Macbeth.. 
La. M. "Tis I. 
Mach. How now? What news? | 
La. M. He's almoſt ſupp'd; Why have you lefe 
the chamber ? 
Mach. Hath he aſk'd for me? 
La. M. Know you not he has? 
Mach, We will proceed no further in this buſineſs: 
He hath honour'd me of late ; and I have bought 
Golden opinions from all ſorts of people, 
Which would be worn now in their neweſt gloſs, |, 
Not caſt afide ſo ſoon; | 
La. M. Was the hope drunk 
Vherein you dreſt yourſelf ? Hath it ſlept ſince ? 
nd wakes it now to took ſo green and pale 
at what it did ſo freely? From this time 
uch I account thy love. Art thou afraid 
To be the ſame in thine own act and valour 
thou art in defire ? Wouldſt thou have that, 
ich thou eſteem'ſt the ornament of life, 
and live a coward in thine own eſteem ?: 
letting I dare not wait upon I would, 
like the poor cat i th' adage. 
Mach. Pr'ythee, peace: p 
are do all that may become a man; 
Vho dares do more is none, 
La. M. What beaſt was't then 
That made you break this enterprize to me? | | 
ben you durſt do it, then you were a man; | 


F 


— — 


— 


«Zo, ST 
= 


— 
. * 
3 


nd (to be more than what you were) you would: 
eſo much more the man. Nor time nor place 
a then cohere, and yet you'd make em both: 
eye made themſelves, and this their fitneſs now | 
des unmake you.! have giv'n ſuck, and know if 
W tender 'tis to love the babe that milks me, 
I would, 
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I would, while it was ſmiling in my face, 
Have pluck'd my nipple from its boneleſs gums, 
And daſh'd its brains out, had I fo ſworn 
As you have done to this. 
Macs. If we ſhould fail. 
La. M. Row fail ! 
Raiſe but your courage to the proper pitch, 
And we'll not fail. When Duncan is afleep, 
(W hereto his hard day's journey ſoundly will: 
Invite him) his two chamberlains 
Will I with wine and waſſel ſo evince, 
That memory (the warder of the brain) 
Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reaſon 
A limbec only; then, when in ſwiniſh ſleep 
Their drenched natures lie, (as in a death) 
What cannot you and I perform, upon 
Th' unguarded Duncan ? What not impoſe upon 
His ſpongy officers, who ſhall bear all the guitt—— # 
Macb. Bring forth men- children only! 
For thy undaunted ſpirit ſhould compoſe 
Nothing but males. Will it not be receiv'd, 5 
When we have mark'd with blood the ſleepy grooms 
And us'd their very daggers, that they have done t? 
La. M. Who dares receive it other? eſpecially th 
As we ſhall make our griefs and clamour roar Th 
Upon his death, 0 
Mach. I'm ſettled; and bend up 
Each corporal agent to this terrible feat. 
Away, and mock the time with faireſt ſhow,, 
Falſe face mult hide what the falſe heart _— 
xeun 


AC 
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. 
SCENE @ Hall. [Stage dark.] 


Enter Banquo and Fleance, with a Candle. 


*  Banquo. 


OW goes the night, boy ? 
Fle. The moon is down, Sir; and I've not 
: heard the clock. 
do. Then ſhe goes down at twelve. 
ri. I take't 'tis later, Sir. 
Ban, A heavy ſummons lies like lead upon me, 
ind yet I would not ſleep Who's there? 


Enter Macbeth, ard a ſervant with a candle. 


Mach. A friend. 

dan. What, Sir. not yet at reſt ? The king's a- bed: 
is been to night in moſt unuſual pleaſure, 

nc ſent great largeſs to your officers ; 

[ts diamond he greets your wife withal, 

the obliging name of moſt kind hoſteſs, 

Mach. Being unprepar'd, Sir, 

in wills became the ſervants to defect, 

Mich elſe ſhould free have wrought. 

Bay, All's well. 

eam d laſt night of the three weird ſiſters : 

0701 they have ſhewn ſome truth. 

Nach, I think not of em: 

when you have a vacant hour or two, 

'l ſpend it in ſome words upon that buſineſs, 

an. At your beſt leiſure, Sir. 
Mach, If (when the prophecy begins to work) 
1 will adhere to me, it ſhall make honour for you, 
ban. So I loſe none 

"*King to augment it, 

ll be counſell'd, 


tun 


Mach, 
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Mach. A good repoſe the while ! 
Ban. Thanks, Sir; the like to you. 
'[ Exennt Banquo and Fleance. 
Mach. Go, bid your miſtreſs, when ſhe is undreſt, | 
To ftrike the cloſet bell, and I'll to bed. 
Exit. ſervant, | 
m— ]5 this a dagger which I ſee before me? | 
The hilt draws tow'rd my hand Come, let me 
| clutch thee. — 
T have thee not, and yet I ſee thee ſtill. 
Art thou not, fatal viſian ! ſenſible 
To feeling as to fight ? or art thou but 
A dagger of the mind? a falſe creation 
Proceeding from the heat-oppreſied brain. 
J ſee thee yet, in form as palpable 
As this which now I draw 
Thou marſhal'ft me the way that I was going; 
And ſuch an inflrument I was about to uſe 
My eyes are made the fools o'th'other ſenſes, 
Or elſe worth all the reſt - I ſee thee ſtill ; 
And on thy blade and dudgeon gouts of blood, | 
That were not ſo before.—There's no ſuch thing.— | 
It is the bloody buſineſs which thus informs 
My eye-fight Now o'er one half the world 
Nature ſeems dead, and wicked dreams abuſe 
The curtain'd ſleep ; now witchcraft.celebrates 
Pale Hecate's off rings, and wither'd murder, 
Alarm'd by his night-centinel, the wolf, 
(Whoſe howl's his watch) thus with ſtealthy pace, 
And Targuin's raviſhing firides, tow'rds his deſign 
Moves like a ghoſt Thou ſound and firm-ſet earth 
Hear not my ſteps, feel not my tread, for fear 
Thy very ſtones ſhould check my purpoſe, 
And take the preſent horror from the tune, | 
That now ſuits with it [4 bell ring 
Hark——— the bell invites me I 
Hear it not, Duncan, for tis a knell, 
That {ſummons thee to heaven, or to hell. 


[Exit 


Zr 
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Enter Lady Macbeth. 
La. M. That which hath made them drunk hath 


made me bold: 
What hath quench'd them hath given me fire. Hark! 
— peace! — 
Twas the owl that ſhriek'd ! that fatal bell · man 
That gives the ſtern'ſt good night —He is about it— 
The Doors are open ; and the ſurfeited Grooms 
Do mock their charge with ſnores. I've drugg'd 
their poſſets ſo. 
That death and nature do contend within em 
Whether they live or die. | 8 
Macb. [ Miibin] Who's there? What, ho! 
La. M. Alack ! I am afraid they have awak'd 
And "tis n't done; th' attempt and not the deed 
Would ruin us. Hark ! | laid the daggers ready; 
He could n't miſs em Had he not reſembled 
My Father, as he ſlept, I had done 't—My Huſband ! 


$6 (pa _— 
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Enter Macbeth d /ordered and bloody, with a dagger © 


in each hand. 


Mach. I've done the deed - Didſt thou not hear : 
noiſe ? 
La. M. I heard the owl ſcream, and the crickets ery. 
Did n't you ſpeak ? - 
Mach. When? 
La. M. Now. 
Mach. As 1 deſcended ? * 
La. M. Ay. | | 
= Mac. Hark ! — Who lyes i'th'ſecond chamber? 
12:88 . M. Donalbain. | 
cb. [Lyking on his hands.) This is a ſorry fight ! 
La. M. A fooliſh thought to ſay A ſorry ſight. 
Mach, There's one did laugh in's ſleep, and one 
cry'd murder ! 
They wak'd each other; and I ſtood and heard them; 
bu they did ſay their prayers, and addreſt 
iemſelves to fleep again. 
D La. H. 
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. La. M. There are two lodg'd together. 
Mach. One cry'd God blefs us! and Amen the 
other! 
As they had ſeen me with theſe hangman's hands. 
Silenc'd with fear, I could not ſay Amen, 
When they did ſay, God bleſs us. 
La. M. Conſider it not ſo deeply. 
Macb. But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen? 
I had moſt need cf bleſſing, and Amen 
Stuck in my throat. ; 
La. M. Theſe deeds muſt not be thought of thus; 
If fo, 'twill make us mad. f 
Mach. Methought I heard a voice cry, Sleep no 
more! 4 
Macbeth doth murder ſleep, the innocent ſleep; 
Sleep, that knits up the ravell'd ſleeve of care, 
The death of cach day's life, ſore labour's bath, 
| Palm of hurt minds, great nature's ſecond courſe, 
Chief nouriſher in life's feaſt ——— 
La. M. What mean you? - 
Mach. Still it cry'd, Sleep no more, to all the 
houſe ; q 
Glamis hath murdered ſleep, and therefore Cawdor 
Shall ſleep no more; Macteth ſhall ſleep no more! 
La. M. Who was it that thus cry'd ? Why, wor- 
- thy Thar, a 
Do you unbend your noble ſtrength, to think 
So brain- Nekly of things? Go, get ſome water, 
And waſh this filthy witneſs from your hands. 
Why did you bring the daggers from their place ? 
They muſt lye there. Go, carry 'em, and ſmear 
The fleepy grooms with blood 
Mach. I'il go no more; 
I am afraid to think what J have done; 
Look on't again I dare not. 
La. M. Infirm of purpoſe ! 
Give me the daggers ; the ſleeping and the dead 
Are but as pictures; and 'tis the eye of childhood 
That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed, 
I'll gild th- faces of the grooms withal, 
Fort muſt ſeem their guilt. 


£ 


$ 


Exit. 
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[ Knocking heard within.] 
Mach, [Starts] Whence is that knocking ?— 
How is it with me, when ev'ry noiſe appals me ? — 
What hands are here? Will all great Neptune's ocean 
Waſh theſe ſtains away ?— 
[ Re-enter Lady Macbeth. ] 
No, theſe will rather | 
The multudinous fea incarnadine, 
Making the green one red 
La. M. My hands are of your colour; but I ſhame 
To wear a heart ſo white. [ Kc4.] I hear a knock- 
in 
At the Guth entry. Retire we to our chamber ; 
Alitle Water clears us of this deed 
Your fears. have quite unmann'd you —— [| Knock.] 
Hark, more knocking ! 
Get on your night-gown, leſt occaſion call, 
and ſhew us to be watchers ; be not loſt ; 
$ poorly in your thoaghts [Exit.] 
[Macbeth going, by miflake, towards Duncan's 
chamber flarts back. 
Mach. Diſguis'd in blood— I ſcarce can find my 


Way— 
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| [Hard knocking.] 
Wake, Duncan, with this knocking, Wou'd thou 


-| 
coud'it ! 


[Exit on the other fide.] 


Enter Lenox, who knocks at the chamber door ſeveral 
times pretty hard, then a ſervant opens it. 


Len. You ſleep ſoundly here, that ſo much knocking 


Narce can wake you. 


Srv. i.abour by day, Sir, cauſes reſt by night. 
Len. Is your maſter ſtirring ? 


very Not yet, Sir, but he'll ſcarce lye late; he's 
of an active ſpirit, that never ſuſſers his body to lye 
kl when once his mind is ußßp. 
Lin 
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Len. Well, ſay I wait his leiſure, 
Serv. 1 will, Sir. 


Exit ſervant and enter Macduff, 


Macd. Good-morrow, Sir. 
Len. The like to you, my lord. —Have you obſery'd | 
How great a miſt does now poſſeſs the air? 
Macd. | have; and ſcarce can ſeperate the day 
from night. | | 

Zen. Oh! here's our hoſt. Good-morrow, noble 
Thane. | | 


* 
Enter Macbeth in his night gown. 


Mach. Good-morning to you both, 
Macd. Is the King ſtirring, Sir? 
Mach. Not yet. 

Macd. He did command me to call timely on him: 
I've almoſt ſlip'd the hour. 

Mach. I'll ſhew you to him 
This is the entrance, Sir.” , 

Macd. I'll make fo bold to call, being my limited 

ſervice. [Exit Macduſf] 

Len. Goes the King hence to-day ? . 

Macb. He did appoint ſo. 

Len. The night's been very unruly ; where we lay 
Our chimneys were blown down, and, as they fay 
Lamentings heard i'th' air. 

Mach. "Twas a rough night indeed. 

Len. So rough, my young remembrance cannot 

form a parallel | 


Enter Macduff, 


Macd. O horror! horror! horror! 

No heart can e er conceive, nor tongue can utter. 
Mach. and Len. What's the matter ? "4M 
Macd. Confuſion now hath made his maſter- piece 


Molt ſacrilegious murder hath broke ope 1 
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The Lord's anointed Temple, and ſtole from thence 
WJ The life ol th' building. 


— "x6 


* — "Bt. 


Mach. What is't you ſay ? The life! 

Len. Mean you his Majeſty ? 

Macd. Approach the chamber, and deſtroy your 

ſight 

With gs Gorgon, ——Do not bid me ſpeak: 
dee, and then ſpeak yourſelves. [Exeunt Macb. and 
Awake! awake! Len. 
Ring out the alarum-bell———— Murder and Treaſon! 
Banguo and Donalbain! Malcolm | awake! 
Shake off your downy ſleep, death's counterfeit, 
\nd look on deat.. itſelf —— Up, up, and ſee! 
is from your graves riſe up, and walk like ſprights, 
To countenance this horror ! 


Bell rings, and enter Banquo. 


0 Banguo, Bangus | 
Our royal maſter's murder'd. 
Ban. Murder d! 
Iaduff, I pry'thee contradict thyſelf, 
lud ſay it is not true. i 


Re-enter Macbeth and Lenox. 


Mach. Had I but died an hour before this chance; 
[1 liv'd a bleſſed time; for, from this inſtant, 

[here's nothing ſerious in mortality: 
Mare but toys“ renown and grace are dead. [ Meeps. ] 


Later Malcolm, Donalbain, Roſſe, Angus, &c. 


Mal. What is amiſs ? 

Mach. You are, and do not know't : | 
= ſpring, the head, the fountain of your blood 
ilop'd; the very ſource of it is ſtop'd. 

Macd. Your royal father's murder d. 
Mal. By whom ? 
E. Thoſe of his chamber, as it ſeems, have done't; 
ir hands and faces were all ſtain'd with blood, 5 
E | 0) 


ecc{ 
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So were their daggers, which, unwip'd, we found 
Upon their pillows. 
Mach. O, now I do repent me of my fury, 
That I ſo raſhly kill'd 'em. 
| Macd. Wherefore did you ſo? | 
Mach. Who can be wiſe, amaz d, temp'rate and | 
furious, | b 
Loyal and neutral in a moment? No Man. 
The expedition of my violent love 
Out ran the pauſer, reaſon.— Here lay Duncan; 
His filver ſkin lac'd with his golden blood, 
And his gaſh'd ſtabs look'd like a breach in nature, 
For ruin's waſteful entrance ; there the murderers, 
Steep'd in the colours of their trade, their daggers 
Breech'd with gore : Who could refrain, 
'That had a heart to love, and, in that heart, 
Courage to make's love known? 
Mal. Why do we hold our tongues 
That moſt may claim this argument for ours? 
Don. What ſhould be ſpoken here, 
Where our fate, hid within an augre-hole. 
May ruſh and ſeize us? Let's away, our tears 
Are not yet brew'd | 
Ban. — place, alas! 's too pub lick for our 
grief; 
But, * we have our naked frailties hid, 
That ſuffer in expoſure) let's meet, 
And queſtion this moſt bloody work, 
To know it farther Fears and ſeruples ſhake us: 
In the great hand of God I ſtand, and thence, 
Againſt the undivulg'd pretence I fight 
Of treas'nous malice. | 
Mach. So I. 
All. So all. 
Mack. Let's briefly put on manly readineſs, 
And meet i' th' hall together. 
All. Well. contented. [Exeunt omnes præter Ma 
colm and Donalbain 
Mal. What will you do? let's not conſort with em 
To ſhew an unfelt ſorrow is an office 
Falſe men do eaſy. I'll to England. 


Aſade. N 
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Don. To Ireland, I: Our ſeparated fortune 
Shall keep us both the ſafer; where we are 
There are daggers in mens ſmiles. 

Mal. This murderous ſhaft, that's ſhot, 

Hath not yet lighted ; and our ſafeſt way 

b to avoid the aim. Therefore to horſe, 

And uſe no ceremony in taking leave; 

But ſhift away; there's warrant in that theft 

Which ſteals itſelf when there's no mercy left. 
5 [Excunt. 


Enter ſeveral {aging Witches: [Stage dark. 


1 WW. Speak, ſiſter, ſpeak—Ts the deed done ? 
2 V. Long ago, long ago, 
above twelve glaſſes fince have run. 
V. Ill deeds are ſeldom flow, 
Or fingle, but following crimes on former wait; 
The worſt of creatures faſteſt propagate. 
4 . Many more murders mult this one enſue, 
Dread horrors ſtill abound, 
And ev'ry place ſurround, 
| As if in death were found 
| Propagation too. 
= SY He muſt! 
2 V. He ſhall! | 
V. He will ſpill much more blood, 
ind become worſe to make his title good. 
_ he will, he ſhall ſpill much more 
ood, 
ind become worſe to make his title good. 
4 IV. When cattle die about, about we go; 
What then, when monarchs periſh, ſhould we do? 
Chor, Rejoice—we ſhould rejoice. 
V. When winds and waves are warning, 
Earthquakes the mountains tearing, 
And monarchs die deſpairing, 
What ſhould we do? 
or. Rejoice—we ſhould rejoice 
. Now let's dance, 


. V. Agreed. 
E 2 3 V. Agreed, 


* 
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3 V. Agreed. 
All. Agreed. : 


x W. Let's have a dance upon the heath, 
We gain more life by Duncan's death. 
Sometimes like brinded cats we ſhew, 
Having no muſick but our mew, 

To which we dance in ſome old mill, 
Upon the hopper, ſtone, or wheel ; 

To ſome old ſaw, or bardiſh rhime, 
Where ſtill the mill-clack does keep time. 

Chor, Where ſtill the mill-clack does keep time. 

IT. 

2 W. Sometimes about a hollow tree, 

Around, around, around dance we; 
T hither the chirping crickets come, 
And beetles ſing in drowſy hum : 
Sometimes we dance o'er ferns or furs, 
To howls of wolves, or barks of curs ; 
And when with none of theſe we meet, 
We dance to the echoes of our feet. 

Chor. We dance to the echoes of our feet. 

3 W. At the night-raven's diſmal voice 
When others tremble we rejoice, 

And nimbly, nimbly dance we ſtill, 
To the echoes from a hollow hill. 
Chor. And nimbly, nimbly dance we ſtill, 


To the echoes from a hollow hill. * 
i V. He muſt! T, 
2 W. He ſhall! 5 


3 V. He will ſpill much more blood, Ne 

And become worſe to make his title good. 

Chor. He will, he will, he ſhall ſpill much more 
blood, 

And become worſe to make his title good. 


[Exeunt. 
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SCENE outfide of Macbeth's caftle. [Stage light: 
Enter Roſle with an old man. 


Old Mam. 


Mreeſcore and ten I can remember well, 
Within the volume of which time I've ſeen 
Hours dreadful, and things ſtrange; but this fore 
night 
Hath ile former knowings. 
Riſe. Oh! good father, 
Thou ſeeſt the heav'ns, as troubled with man's act, 
Threaten this bloody ſtage : . By th' clock tis day, 
nd yet dark night ſtrangles the travelling lamp: 
bt night's predominance, or the day's ſhame, 
That darkneſs does the face of earth intomb, 
When living light ſhould kiſs it? 
% M. "Tis unnatural ; 
hen like the deed that's done. On Juęſday laſt 
alaulcon, tow'ring, in her pride of place, 
as by a mouſing owl hawk'd at, and kill'd. 
Riſe. And Duncan's. horſes, (a thing moſt ſtrange 
and certain) 
leauteous and ſwift, the minions of their race, 
umd wild in nature, broke their ſtalls, flung out, 
lntending *gainſt obedience, as they would 
ke war with man. 
014 Man, *Tis ſaid they eat each other. 
Roſe. They did fo, to the amazement of theſe eyes, 
a law 'em,— Here comes the good Macduff.— 


Enter Macduff. 


'£ 


b. 


On goes the world, Sir, now ? 
Macd. Why, ſee you not ? | 
be, Io't not known who did this more than bloo- 


dy deed ? yy 
acal 


T 
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Macd. Thoſe that Macbeth hath ſlain. 

Raſſe. Alas, the day 
What good could they pretend? 

Macd. It is ſuppos'd they were ſuborn'd. 
Malcolm and Donalbain, the King's two ſons, 
Are ſtolen away from court, which puts on them 
Suſpicion of the deed. 

Roſſe. Gainſt nature ſtill; 

Thriftleſs ambition ! that will ravin up | 

Thine own life's means Then tis moſt like A 

The ſovereignty will fall upon Macbeth! 3 
Macd. He is already nam'd, and gone to Scone. 1 

To be inveſted. ; 
Rofſe. Where is Duncan's body? 

Macd. Carried to Colmes-hill, 

The ſacred ſtorehouſe of his predeceſſors. . J 
Roſſe. Will you to Scone with me ? \ 
Macd. No, coufin, . I'll to H. U 
Raſſe. Then Iwill thither. | N 
Macd. Well, may you fee things well done there, ! 

(Adieu.) I 

Leſt our old robes fit eafier than our new ! 50 

Exeunt ſeparately. 


SCENE an apartment in the palace. : 


Enter Banquo. . = = 

Ban. Thou haſt it now; King, Cawdor, Glamis; j Let 
All the three ſiſters promis'd ; and I fear ; T. 
Thou play dſt moſt foully for it: yet 't was ſaid 5 
It ſhould noc ſtand in thy poſterity, i 


But that myſelf ſhould be the root and father 
Of many kings. If there come truth from them, 
(As upon thee, Macbeth, their ſpeeches ſhine) 
Why, by the verities on thee made good, 

May they not be my oracles as well, 

But, huſh, he comes. 


Enter © 


1 
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Frter Macbeth as King, Roſſe, Lenox, Lords, &e, 


Mech. Here's our chief gueſt ; 
he had been forgotten, 
had made a gap in our great feaſt, 

And all things unbecoming -——— _ 
To night we hold a ſolemn ſupper, Sir, 
And fhall requeſt your preſence. 

Ban. Lay your. highneſs' 

Command upon me, to the which my duties 
\re with a moſt. indiſfoluble tye 
For ever knit, 

Mach. Ride you this afternoon ? 

Ban. Ay, my good lord. 

Mach. We elſe ſhould have defir'd 
Jour good advice (which ſtill hath been both grave 
And proſperous) in this day's council; but 
We'll take to-morrow. Is it far you ride? 

Ban. As far, my Lord, as will fill up the time 
Twixt this and ſupper. Go not my horſe the better, 
| muſt become a borrower of the night 
tor a dark hour or two, 

Macb. Fail not our feaſt. 

Ban. My lord, I will not. 

Mach, Goes Fleance with you? 

Ban. Ay, my good lord. 

Mach. I wiſh your horſes ſwift, and ſure of foot. 
[Exit Banquo. 
let every man be maſter of his time 
Till ſeven at night; to make ſociety 
the ſweeter welcome, we'll keep ourſelf 
vill ſupper time alone. Farewel. [ Exeunt lords. 


Manent Macoeth and ſervant. 


mah, a word with you: Attend thoſe men 


Ur pleaſure ? 


dv. They do, my lord. 

Mach, Where are they ? 

dev. Without the palace-gate. 

Mach, Bring 'em before us.— [Exit ſervant. 
To 
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To be thus is nothing; J 

But to be ſafely thus. —Our fears in Banguo | 

Stick deep; for in his royalty of nature f 

Reigns that which would be fear'd. He chid the ſiſter: 

When firſt they put the name of king on me, 4 

And bade 'em ſpeak to him; then, prophet-like, 

They hail'd him father to a line of kings : 

Upon my head they plac'd a fruitleſs crown, 

And put a barren ſceptre in my gripe, 

Thence to-be wrench'd by an unlineal hand, 

No ſon of mine ſucceeding. If fo, 

For Banguo's iſſue have I ſtain'd my ſoul, 

For them the gracious Duncan have I murder d, 

Put rancours in the veſſel of my peace, 

And mine eternal jewel 

Given to the common enemy of man, only 

To make _ kings; the ſeed of Banguo kings. 
— NO; 

Rather than that, come fate into the liſt, 

And champion me to th' utterance 


m — — a ak 


— — — 


— 2 


| } 
Enter ſervant and two murderers. | 


Go to the door; and ſtay there till we call. 


[ Exit ſervant. J 
Was it not yeſterday we ſpoke together ? i x 
1 Mur. It was, ſo pleaſe your highneſs. w 
Macb. Well then; 4 
Have you confider'd of my ſpeech ? £ 
And is it known to you that 't was Bangus who E 


(In Duncan's reign) held you ſo much in flav'ry ? : 
1 Mur. Moſt true; you made it known, my liege. 
Mach. Then do you find your patience fo predo- 


© 
minant, £ 


That you can tamely paſs it by? 
Are you ſo goſpel'd as to pray for this good man, bo 
Whoſe heavy hand hath bow'd you to the grave, E 
And beggar'd you for ever? _ 

1 Mur. Were men, my liege. 10 

Mach. Ay, in the catalogue ye go for men, 15 
As hounds, grayhounds, mungrels, ſpaniels, wy 15 
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ire call'd by the name of dogs; the valued file it is 
Diſtinguiſhes the ſwift, the flow, the ſubtle, | 
The houſekeeper, the hunter, every one 
according to the gift which bounteous nature 
Hath beſtow'd ; and ſo it is with men. 
Now, if you have a ſtation in the file, 
Not i' the worſt rank of manhood, ſay it: 
And I will put ſuch buſineſs in your hands, 
M the execution takes your enemy off; 
and will endear you to the love of us. 
1 Mar. For my part, my liege, | am one 
Whom the vile blows and buffets of the age 
Have ſo incens'd, I care not what I do + 
To ſpite the world. 
2 Mur. And I another, | 
& weary with diſaſters, tugg'd with fortune, 
That I would ſet my life on any chance, 
To mend it, or be rid of it. | 
Mach. You both are fatisfy'd, you ſay, that 
Banguo was your enemy. 
Mur. We are, my lord, | = 
Mach. So is he mine; and though I could, 
With bare-fac'd power, ſweep him from my ſight, - 
And bid my will avouch it; yet I muſt not, 
for certain friends that are both his and mine, 
Whoſe loves I may not drop; and thence it is 
That I to your aſſiſtance do make love, 
Vaking the buſineſs from the common eye 
for ſundry weighty reaſons. 
2 Mur. We ſhall, my lord, with readineſs 
terform what you command us. 
Mur. Even though our live 
Mach. Your ſpirits ſhine through you. Within 
this hour at moſt, x 
wil adviſe you where to plant yourſelves; 
for c muſt be done to night, at ſome ſmall diſtance - 
tom the palace; and—hark ye—with him, 
To leave no rubs nor botches in the work) 
Hance=ohis ſon. mm—— 
Whoſe abſence is no leſs material to me) 
F Muſt 
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Muſt embrace the fate of that dark hour. 
Reſolve yourſelves apart. 
Mur. We are reſolv'd, my lord. 
Macb. I'll call upon you ſtraight then — Abide 
within. [ Excunt murderers. 
Tt is concluded. —Banguo, thy ſoul's flight, 
If it find heav'n, muſt find it out to-night, 


Enter Lady Macbeth, 


La M. How now, my lord, why do you keep 
alone, 
Making the ſorrieſt fancies your companions ? : 
Uſing thoſe thoughts which ſhould indeed have died | 
With them they think on? Things without remedy $ 
Should be without regard. What's done, is done. 
Macb.—We have but ſcotch'd the ſnake, not kill'd | 
it 
She'll cloſe and be herſelf ; whilſt our poor malice 
Remains in danger of her former tooth. —— 
But let both worlds disjoint, and all things ſuffer, 
Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and ſleep 
In the aflition of theſe terrible dreams 
That ſhake us nightly. Better be with the dead, 
{Whom we to gain the crown have ſent to peace) 
Than on the torture of the mind to lye 
In reſtleſs agony Duncan is in his grave; 
After life's fitful fever he ſleeps well; 
Treaſon has done its worſt, nor ſteel nor poiſon, 
Malice domeſtick, foreign levy, nothing 
Can touch him further ! 
La M. Come on then, 
Good my lord, ſleek o'er your rugged looks; 
Be bright and jovial 'mong your gueſts to-night. 
Macb. So ſhall I, love; and ſo I pray, be you: 
et ycur remembrance ſtill apply to Banquo., _ 
Preſent him eminence both with Eye and tongue. === 
In how unſafe a poſture is our honour, 
That we muſt gild each wily deed with flatt'ry, 
And make our faces vizards to our hearts? 
La. M. You muſt leave this 
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Mach. O, full of ſcorpions is my mind, dear wife! 
Tiou know'ſt that Banguo and his Fleance lives. 
La. M. But in 'em nature's copy's not eternal. 
Mach. That's comfort yet; 
Then be thou jocund ; for ere the batt hath flown 
Fis cloyſter'd flight, and to black Hecat's ſummons 
IJ The ſhard-born beetle, with his drowſy hums, 
FJ Hath rung night's yawning peal, there ſhall be done 
\ deed of dreadful note ! 
La. M. What's to be done? 
Mach. Be innocent of knowing it, my dear, 
nn chou applaud the deed—— Come, ſeeling night, 
ſcarf up the tender eye of pitiful day, 
And, with thy bloody and inviſible hand, 
Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond 
Which keeps me pale — Light thickens; and the 
crow 
Makes wing to th' rooky wood: 
Good things of day begin to droop and drowſe, 
While night's black agent to their prey do rouſe. 
Thou marvelFft at my words; but wonder ſtill: 


Things bad begun make ftrong theinſelves by ill. 
| [Excunt. 


SCENE an avenue to the palace. 
Enter three advert. 


1 Myr. But who bade thee join with us: 
2 Mur. Macbeth. 


3 Mur. O, he needs not our miſtruſt, ſince he de- 
livers 
Our offices ſo true. 
Mur. Then ſtand with us. 
2 Mur. Hark ! I hear horſes: | | 
Ban, [ Within] — Give us a light there, ho! 


2 _ "Tis he; tue reſt are in the court already— 
a light, 


Enter 
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Enter Banquo and Fleance, avith a torch.” 


1 Mur. Stand cloſe.—— - 
Ban. It will be rain to-night. : 
Fe, Then let us haſte, Sir, to the palace. 
Ban. Our haſte concerns us more than being wet, 
Ere this the king expects me at his feaſt, 
Therefore, good boy, ſpeed on: 
[Exennt Ban. and Fle. | 
1 Mur. Come, now let's follow and diſpatch em | 
ſtraight. | 
2 Mur. Ay, ay; away, away, away. 
[ Exeunt murderer, 


[4 noiſe is heard of ſwords claſhing, murder cried, ſ 
then Fleance runs acroſs the flage, purſued by one of ll * 


the murderers. | 


Fle. Help! murder! help! help! my father's 
kill'd * [They run off. 
SCENE «a chamber of flate, with a banfuet ll © 
| prepared. y 
Macbeth, Lady Macbeth, Roſſe, Lenox, ford: ant : 
attendants flanding at the table. - $ 
Mach. You know your own degrees, fit down : V 
And firſt and laſt, a hearty welcome. : 
Len. Thanks to your majeſty, [They fit. ll \ 
Mach. Ourſelf will mingle with ſociety, 4 
And play the humble hoſt beſides: 
Our hoſteſs keeps her ſtate; but in beſt time 
We ſhall require her weleome too. ; 
La. M. Pronounce it for me, Sir, to all our Wl 
friends, , " 


For my heart ſpeaks em welcome. : 3 
Mach. Be large in mirth; anon we'll drink 2 
meaſure | 
Roynd the table There's blood upon thy face, 
The in murderer aii gt lie ., 


„ 
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1. Mar Tis Banguo's then. 

Mach. Is he difpatch'd ? 

i Mur. My lord, his throat is cut; that I did for 
him. h 

Mach. Thou art the beſt of cut-throats ; yet he is 


That Nr like for Fleance. 
1 Mur. Moſt royal Sir, | 
Fleance is ſcap'd. | 
Mach. Then comes my fit again, I'd elfe been 
 —__— 
Whole as the marble; founded as the rock; 
As broad and general as the caſing air: 
But now I'm cabbin'd, cribb'd, confin'd, bound in 
To ſawcy doubts and fears, But Banguo's ſafe ? 
I * Ay, my good lord, ſafe in a ditch he 
bp 
With twenty trenched gaſhes on'his head, 
The leaſt a death to nature. 
Mach. Thanks for that: | 
There the grown ſerpent lies: the worm that's fled 
Hath nature that in time will venom breed, 
No teeth for th* preſent, Get thee gone now, 
To-morrow we'll hear further. [Exit murderer, 
La. M. My royal lord, 
boa do not give the cheer ; that feaſt is cold 
Which is not often vouch'd while it is making; | 
IM Tis given with welcome. To feed were beſt at home, 
WM from thence the ſawce to meat is ceremony; 
Meeting were bare without it. 
Mach. Sweet remembrancer ! 
Now good digeſtion wait on appetite, 
And health on both ! 
Len. May 't pleaſe your highneſs fit ? 
Macb, Here had we now our country's honour 
roof d, 
Were the grac'd perſon of our Banquo preſent ! 
hom we may rather challenge for unkindnefs, 
Than pity for miſchance. 
Roe. His abſenc Sir, G 


Lays 
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Lays blame upon his promiſe. 
[The ghoſt of Banquo riſes, and fats in one of the 


chairs.] 
Pleaſe't your highneſs 
'To grace us with your royal company ? | 
_— 2 PI fit down—[Szarts.) The tables 
ull. | 
Len. Here is a place reſerv'd, Sir, = - 
Mach. Where? | 
Len. Here, my good lord. 
'What is 't that moves your highneſs ? 


Mach. Which of you have done this? 

Len. What, my good lord? | . 

Mach. Thou can'ſt not ſay I did it; never ſhake 
Thy goary locks at me. 

Raſſe. Gentlemen, riſe ; his highneſs is n't well. : 

La, M. Sit, worthy friends; my lord is often thus: 
And hath been from his youth : L 
'The fit is momentary ; on a thought 4 
He will be well again. If much you note him 7 
You'll extend his paſſion. Feed, and regard him nat. 6 


[Rijſes, and goes to Macbeth 
Are you a man? [Aide to him. 

Mach. Ay, and a bold one; that dare look on that 
Which might appall the devil. 

La. M. O proper ſtuff ? 
'This is the very painting of your fear ; 
This is the air-drawn dagger, which, you ſaid, 
Led you to Duncern. O, theſe flaws and ſtarts | 
{Impoſtures to true fear) would well become þ 4/: 
A woman's ſtory at a winter's fire, 
Authoriz'd by her grandam. 
Why do you ſtare thus ? When all 's done, 
You look but on a chair. | 

Mach. Pr'ythee, ſee there! [ Points at the gh 
Behold !——look !——1o! [Ghoft nod 
How ſay. you? 

Why, what care I! If thou canſt nod, ſpeak too: 
Tf charnel-houſes and our graves muſt ſend 
Thoſe that we bury, back, our monuments 
Shall be the mays of kites, — 


—_— — 
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La. M. What, quite unmann'd in folly ? 
Mach. If 1 ſtand here, I ſaw him Aſide. 
La. M. Oh, fie for ſhame? | 
Mach. Blood hath been ſhed ere now, i th' oldeſt 
time, 
Fre human ſtatute purg'd the gen'ral weal ; 
Ay, and ſince too, murders have been committed 
Too terrible for th' ear. The time has been, 
That, when the brains were out, the man would die, 
And then lie till ; but now they riſe again, 
With twenty mortal murders on their crowns, 
To puſh us from our ſeats, ——— 
La. M. My worthy lord, 
Your noble friends do lack you. 
Mach. I do forget! — 
Do not muſe at me, my moſt worthy friends; 
have a ſtrange infirmity, which is nothing 
To thoſe that know me. Come, give me ſome wine 
here ! 
. drink to th? gen'ral joy of the whole table, 
WH 4:4 to our dear friend Banguo, whom we mils : 
- Would he were here! To him, and all we thirſt. 
Ard all to all. f 
Lords, Our duties, and the pledge. 
[The ghoſt riſes at his feets 
Mach. [Going to drink, drops the glaſs.) 
Avaunt, and quit my fight ! let the earth hide thee} 
Thy bones are marrowleſs ; thy blood is cold: 
Thou haſt no ſpeculation now in thoſe eyes 
nich thou doſt glare with thus. 
[The lords riſe. 


La. M. Think not of this, good peers, 
lu as a thing of cuſtom ; is no other. 
Mach. What man dare, I dare: 
Approach thou like the rugged Ruyſian bear, 
The arm'd rhinoceros, or Hyrcanian tyger; 
Ike any ſhape but that, and my firm nerves 
tall never tremble : Or be alive again, 
aud dare me to the deſart with thy {word, 
f trembling [ inhibit, then proteſt me 
lie baby of a girl, Hence, horrid ſhadow !— 
G 2 Unreal 


40 NA CB ET H. 


Unreal mock'ry, hence [Exit ghoſt, 
So—being gone, I am a man again. | 
La. M. You have diſplac'd the mirth, broke the 

glad meeting 
With moſt admir'd diſorder. 
Mach. Can ſuch things be, 
And overcome us (likea ſummer's cloud) 
Without our ſpecial wonder? You make me ſtrange, 
Ev'n to the diſpoſition that T owe, | 
When now I think you can behold ſuch ſights, 
And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks, 
When mine are blanch'd with fear. 
Rojje. What fights, my lord ? 
La. M. I pray you, ſpeak not ; he grows worſe 
and worſe; 
Queſtion enrages him: At once, good night. 
Stand not upon the order of your going, 
But go at once. 
Len. Good night, and better health 
Attend his majeſty ! 
La. M. A kind good night to all, | Exeunt lord. 
Macb. It will have blood, they ſay ; blood will 
have blood : 
Stones have been known to move, and trees to ſpeak; 
Augurs, well read in languages of birds, 
By magpyes, rooks, and daws, reveal'd the ſecret 
Murd'rer—How goes the night? 
La. M. Almoſt at odds with 2 
"Tis ſtrange Macduſf ſhould fail his pre- 
" ſence! 
La. M. Did you then ſend to him ? 
Mach. I did—But I will ſend again. 
There's not a Thane among 'em, but in his houſe 
I keepa ſervant feed. I will again to-morrow 
To the weird ſiſters: 
More ſhall they ſpeak; for now I am bent to know, 
By the worſt means, the worſt that can befal : | 
All cauſes ſhall give way : I am in blood 
Stept in ſo far, that, were I to wade no more, 


Returning were as bad as to go on. Ia. M. 
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La. M. Try but to reſt, my lord; you lack the 
ſeaſon 
Of all natures, ſleep. 
Mach. Well, I'll in 
And try if (ſleeping) I repoſe can have, 
When the dead riſe, and want it in the grave. 
[Exeunt. 


SCENE - changes to the open heath. [Stage dark.] 


under and lightning. Enter three Witches meeting 
Hecate. 


V. Why, how now, Hecate ! You look angrily. 
Hec. Have I not reaſon, beldams, as you are? 

Sawcy and overbold ! How did you dare 

To trade and trafic with Macbeth 

In riddles, and affairs of death, 

And I, the miſtreſs of your charms, 

The cloſe contriver. of all harms, 

Was never call'd to bear my part, 

Or ſhew the glory of our art? 

And (what is worſe) all you have done- 

Has been but for a wayward ſon, 

Scornful and thankleſs, who (as others do) 

Loves for his own ends, not for you : 

But make amends now. Get you gone, R 

And at the pit of Acheron 

Meet me i* th* morning; thither he 

Will come to know his deſtiny : 

Your veſſels and your ſpells provide, 

Your charms, and ev'ry thing beſide : 

Dire bufineſs muſt be wrought ere noon! 

For on a corner of the moon 

There hangs.a vap'rous drop profound; 

Il catch it ere it come to ground; 

And that (diſtill'd) by magic flights 

Shall raiſe ſuch artificial ſprites, 

As, by the ſtrength of their illuſion, 

Shall draw him on to his confuſion, 


Spirit 


Spirit in the clouds calls. 


Spi, Herkate, Heckate,—come away ! come away! 


Hec. Hark, —hark,— 'm call'd ; 
My little merry airy ſpirit, ſee, ſee, 
Sits in yon foggy cloud, and waits for me. 
Spi. Heckate, Heckate, come away, come away! 
Hec. I come, I come, I come, 
With all the ſpeed I may 
Where's Puckle ? | 
Spi. Here. 
. Hec. Where's Stradling? 
Spi. Here. | 
And Hopper too, and Hellway too; 
We want but you, we want but you. 
3 Yai. Come away, come away, make up the ac-- 
count: 
Hee. With new fall'n dew - 
From church - yard yew - 
I will but 'neint, and then I'll mount. 
[4 cloud deſcrnds; and Hecate (after the ceremony of 
being anointed) gets into it.] 


7 o_— wy wy” 
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1 Now I'm furniſh'd for my flight, 
| Now I go; and now I fly, 

| Malkin, my ſweet ſpirit, and I. 

| O, what a dainty pleaſure's this, 


To fail in the air 
When the moon ſhines fair, 

To ſing, to dance, to toy and kiſs, 

Over woods, high rocks and mountains, 

Over hills and miſty fountains, | 

Over ſteeples, tow'rs, and turrets, . 

We fly by night 'mongſt troops of — 
Cha. We fly by night mongſt troops of ſpirits. 
[Hecate aſcends, and exeunt avitcht1 
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SCENE a cave. [Stage dark.] 


| 1 Witch. 


\ JO-milk-maid yet hath been bedew'd. 
| 2 V. But thrice the brinded cat hath mew'd. 
3 V. Twice and once the hedge- pig whin'd, 
Shutting his eyes againſt the wind. 
1 //. Up hollow oaks, now emmets climb. 
2 V. And Hecate cries, "Tis time, tis time, 
3 V. Then round about the cauldron go, 
And poiſon'd entrails in it throw. 


[They march round about the cauldron, then prepare te 
throw in their ſeveral ingredients for their charm. 


V. Toad (that under moſſy ſtone, 
Days and nights has thirty-one, 
welter'd venom ſleeping got) 
boil firſt in the inchanted pot. 

All. ¶ Marching round, and flirring it.] 
Double, double, toil and trouble, 
tire burn, and cauldron bubble. 

2 J. Fillet of a fenny ſnake, 
In the cauldron boil and bake ; 
Eye of newt, and toe of frog, 

Wool of bat, and tongue of dog, 
Adder's fork, and blind worm's ſting, 
Alizard's leg, and howlet's wing, 

for a charm of pow'rful trouble, 

Hall (like a hell-broth) boil and bubble. 
All. Double, double, toil and trouble, 
tire burn, and cauldron bubble. 

3 V. Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf, 
\ witch's mummy, maw and gulf 
Of cormorant, and the ſea-ſhark, 
Root of hemlock digg'd i' th' dark, 
Liver of blaſpheming Jew. 


All 
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All W. [Stirring it.] Hoo—00—00— 
3 V. Gall of goat, and ſlips of yew 
Pluck'd when the moon was in eclipſe, 
With a Turk's noſe, and Tartar's lips, 
Finger of a ſtrangled babe c 
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Born of a ditch-deliver'd drab, 
Shall make the gruel thick and ſlab. 

All. Double, double, toil and trouble, 
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 

1 V. I'll cool it with a baboon's blood, 
And then the charm is firm and good, 


Enter Hecate, and all the finging Witches. 


Hec. Oh! well done! well done! I commend 
your pains ; 
And ev'ry one ſhall ſhare the gains: 
Come, now about the cauldron ſing, 
(Like elves and fairies in aring) 
Inchanting all that you put in. 
1 /inging V. Black ſpirits and white. 
2 ſinging W, = Red ſpirits and grey. | 
Mingle, mingle, mingle, you thi 
| mingle may. 
Chor. Mingle, mingle, mingle, you tha 
mingle may. | 
1 ſinging V. Tiffin, tiffin, 
EKeep it ſtiff in. 
2 finging V. Fire drake Pucky 
* _ it lucky. 
zoing V. Liard Robin 
4 You muſt bob in. 
Chor. Around, around, around, around about : 
All ill come running in, all good keep ou 
1 /inging WV. Here's the blood of a bat. ? 
Hec. O, put in that, put in that. 
2 finging M. Here's a lizard's brain. 
Hec. Put in a grain. | 
3 ſinging V. Here's juice of toad. 
1 Aging W. Here's oil of adder, | 
That will make the charm grow 1 1 
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Hee, Put in all theſe, twill raiſe the ſtench 

2 Singing V. Here—here's three ounces of a red- 
bair'd wench. ä 

Ail W. (Stirring it.) H oOo -o - 00 —— 

= Chr. Around, around, around, around about, 
All ill come running in, all good keep out. 

Hee. I, by the pricking of my thumbs, 
know ſomething” wicked this way comes; 
[ Knocking at the door. 
Open locks, whoever knocks. 


Enter Macbeth. 
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Mach, How now, ye ſecret, black and midnight 
hags! | 
What is't you do? 
A. A deed without a name. 
Mach. 1 conjure you, by that which you profeſs, 
Howe'er you come to know it) anſwer me. 
Tho' you untye the winds, and let them fight 
gainſt the churches ; though the yeaſty waves 
Confound and ſwallow navigation up; 
Though bladed corn be iodg'd, and trees blown down, 
Though palaces and pyramids do ſlope 
Their heads to their foundations, though the treaſure 
Vf nature's germins tumble all together, 
dyn till deſtruction ficken, anſwer 
To what I aſk you. 
1 V. Speax 
2 V. Pronounce. 
3 V. Demand. 
A 3. We'll anſwer thee. 
Hec. Say, hadſt thou rather hear it from our 
mouths, 1 
lr from our maſters? 
Mach. Call 'em; let me ſee em. 
Hee, Pour in ſow's blood that hath eaten 
ler nine farrow; greaſe, that's ſweaten 
vm the murd rer s gibbet throw 
wp the flame. | 
H All. 
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All. Come high, come low, 
Thyſelf and office deftly ſhow. 

Thunder, &C. then the apparition of an armed 

head m_ | 

Macb. Tell me, thou unknown power 

Hec. He knows thy thought, 

Hear thou his ſpeech, but ſay thou nought. 

App. Macbeth! Macbeth ! Macketh beware 


* 8 4 1 we * * a 


Macduff. ; 
Beware the Thane of Fyfe—diſmiſs me—enough.— | 
Mach. Whate'er thou art, for thy kind caution, . 
thanks; | 
Thou'ſt harp'd my fear aright. But one word 
more. 
Hee. He will not be commanded. 
[That apparition finks, and another of a bluody. | 
Bead ri ſes.] 
App. Macbeth ! Macbeth ! Macbeth ! 
Mach. Had I three ears I'd hear thee. 
App. Be bloody, bold, and reſolute ; laugh to ſcorn 
The pow'r of man, for none of woman born 
Shall harm Macbeth. | [Sinks. | 
Mach. Then live, Macd»ff. What need I fear of 


thee? 


- 


But yet I'll make aſſurance double ſure, Ti 
And take a bond of fate: Thou ſhalt not live, An 
'That I may tell pale-hearted fear it lies ; Anc 
And ſleep in ſpite of thunder.— 1 
An afparation of a child crowned with a tree in his ¶ inc 

hand riſes. | Tha 
What's this, that riſes like the iſſue of a king? þ 


And wears upon his baby brow the round 


And top of ſovereignty ? Con 
Hec. Liſten, but ſpeak not. | | and 
App. Be lion-mettled, proud, and take no care, le 
Who chafes, who frets, or where conſpirers are: hi 


Macbeth ſhall like a happy monarch reign, | 
Till Birnam foreſt come to Dunfinanc. [Sinks 
Mach. That will never be: 
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Unfix its earth-bound root? Sweet bodements ! good! 
Yet my heart throbs to know one thing ; tell me, 
f your art can reach ſo far) ſhall Banguo's iſſue 
Ever reign o'er this kingdom? 

All. Enquire no more. 

Mach. I will be ſatisfied.— Deny me this, 
And an eternal curſe fall on you. — 

[The cauldron finks, and diſcordant muſick is heard. 

Let me know, 
Why ſinks that cauldron ? and what noiſe is this? 

i V. Appear! 

2 W. Appear! 

3 V. Appear! 1 | 

Hec. Wound thro? his eyes his harden'd heart, 
like ſhadows come, and ſo depart. 


a [The apparitions of eight kings paſs over the ſtage, 


after them Fleance, and Banquo with @ looking- 
glaſs in his hand. 
Mach. That crown offends my eye-balls—-Begone 
but look, another comes too like the firſt— 
A third reſembles both.— Ve filthy hags ! 
Why do you ſhew me this? A fourth Start 
eye! 
A fifth! Will they ſucceed each other 
Till doomſday ? 
Another yet? — A ſeventh ! I'll ſee no more 
and yet the eighth appears.—Horrid fight ! 
Ha! the bloody Banguo ! who ſmiles = me, 
and, by his pointing at em, ſeems to ſay, 
That they are all ſucceſſors of his race.— 
Hee, Ay, Sir, all this is ſo: But why 
Macbeth ſtand'ſt thou amazedly ? 
Come, fiſters, chear up his heart, 
and ſhew the pleaſures of our art; 
il charm the air to give a ſound, 
ile you perform your antick round. 
| [They dance and vaniſb. 
Mach. Where are they? Gone ?--Let this per- 
. 2 ar 3 
ad accurs'd to all eternity 
ende?! 
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Enter Seyton. | 


Sey. What's your grace's will? 

Mach. Saw you the weird ſiſters ? * 

Sey. No, my lord. 

Mach. Came they not by you? 

Sey. No indeed, my lord. 

Mach. Infected be the air whereon they ride, 
And damn'd all thoſe that truſt them! Juſt now T 

heard oi 

The galloping of horſe ; who was't came by? 

Sey. A meſſenger, my lord, that brought you word- 
Macaduff is fled to England. | 

Macb. To England? 

Sey. Ay, my good lord, 
To Edward's court ; where Malcolm is receivd 
With warmeſt grace, and. promiſe of aſſiſtance. 

Macb. Time, thou anticipat'ſt my dread exploits : 
The flighty purpoſe never is o'ertook, | 
Unleſs the deed go with it : But, from this moment, 
The very firſtlings of my heart ſhall be 
The firſtlings of my hand. And ev'n now 
(To * my thought with act) his caſtle PII ſur- 

priſe, 

Seize upon Fyfe, give to the ſword his wife, 
His babes, and all that trace 
Him in his line.— No boaſting like a fool, 
This deed I'll do before my purpoſe cool. [Exzunt.' * 
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SCENE Birnam-woed. [Stage light. 
Enter Macduff ad Malcolm. 


Macd. In theſe cloſe ſhades of Birnam wood 
Let's empty our ſad boſoms. 

Mal. You'll think my fortune deſperate, to meet 
You here upon your earlieſt ſummons, 

Macd. Mine! 'tis your country's ſummons, 
Whoſe ceaſeleſs tyranny demands your ſword, 
And rouzes you to arms. Each day Ne 
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New widows mourn, new orphans cry, 

And ſtill freſh ſorrows reach attentive heav'n. 
| Mal. This tyrant (whoſe foul name bliſters our 
| tongues) 

Vas once thought honeſt——— You lov'd him well: 

Nor has he wrong'd you yet. 

Macd. Do you ſuſpect me, Sir? I am not trea- 
cherous. 
Mal. But Macbeth is.—I crave your pardon, Sir; 

But many a good and virtuous nature 
Has recoil'd in an imperial charge. | 

Macd. Bleed, bleed poor country Great tyranny 
lay thy foundation ſure. Villains are ſafe 
When good men are ſuſpected. Fare thee well, 
Young prince! I wou'd nt be that traitor 
Which thou think'ſt me, for the whole ſpace within 
The tyrant's graſp, and the rich Ea, to boot. 
Mal. Be not offended, Sir ; I ſpeak not in 
n abſolute miſtruſt, I know our country 
inks beneath the yoke, and each new day 
A gaſh is added to her wounds. I likewiſe know, 
hat many hands would in my cauſe be active. 
tut what avails all this? When I am king, 
Vhen I ſhall tread upon the tyrant's head, 
Ur wear it on my ſword, ev'n then my country 
Vil endure more than what it ſuffers now. 
Macd. It cannot be. 
Mal. In truth it will I] find my nature ſo 
tclined to vice, that foul Macbeth (when I 
tall rule) will ſeem as white as ſnow ; had I 
hat power to gratify my will, there d be no depth, 
lo bounds to my ill appetite. ——l[f ſuch 
lone be fit to govern, ſpeak ! 
Maca, Govern ! No; nor live—Oh, Scotland! Scots 
land!“ 
"hen wilt thou ſee thy ancient peace again? 
dee now the trueſt iſſue of thy king 
Acaims his virtue to avoid the throne. 
wr royal father was a ſaint like king: 
ie queen that bore you, oftner on her knees 
"an on her feet, died ev'ry day ſhe liv'd ! 
3 1 
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The cauſe that makes us ſtrangers ! 
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Fare thee well; theſe evils thou repeat'ſt upon 
Thyſelf, have baniſh'd me from Scotland : 
All hope ends here, 

Mal. Stay, brave Macduff; this noble paſſion 
(Offspring of thy loyalty) hath from my ſoul 
Wip'd all black ſcruples, and reconcil'd my thoughts 
To thy fair truth and honour. And tho' Macbeth, 
By many of his wiles hath ſought to win me, N 
Yet wiſdom always check'd o' er- credulous haſt.— 
But now I yield myſelf to thy direction, | 
And here abjure my former accuſation : 

What I am, truly is thine, and my poor 

Country's to command. Come, chear thy drooping 

Spirits The gracious Edward hath lent 

Us Seyward, with ten thouſand men 

Why are you filent ? 
Macd. Such welcome and unwelcome things at | 

once 

Tis hard to reconcile !-=——But who comes here? 

Mal. My countryman, tho' yet I know him nat. 


Enter Roſſe. 


Macd. My ever-gentle couſin, welcome. 
Mal. | know him now: Kind heav'n remove 


Roffe. Sir, Amen. 

Macd. Stands Scotland where it did ? 

Roſe. Alas, poor country! 
Almoſt afraid to know itſelf. It cannot 
Be call'd our mother, but our grave; where nothing, 
But who knows nothing, is once ſeen to ſmile: Þ} 
Where ſighs and groans, and ſhrieks that rend the ail, 
Paſs unregarded; where violent ſorrow ſeems 
A modern extaſie: the dead man's knell 1 
Is there ſcarce aſk'd, for whom: and good mens lives 
Expire before the flow'rs in their caps, | 
Dying or ere they ſicken. 

Macd. Oh, relation 
Too nice, and yet too true ! 

Mal. What's the neweſt grief 2 
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N.. That of an hour's age doth hiſs the ſpeaker ; 
Each minute teems a new one. 
Aoacd., How does my wife? 
R . Why, — well. 
Macd. And all my children? 
Rose. —Well too. 
Macd. The tyrant has n't batter'd at their peace? 
Raſe. No; they were all at peace when I did 
leave em. 
Macd. Be not a niggard of your ſpeech: How 
goes it?. = 
Roſe. When I came hither to tranſport the tidings, 
Waich I-khave heavily born, there ran a rumour 
Of many worthy fellows that were out ; 
The which, to my belief, was witneſs'd rather, 
For that I ſaw the tyrant's power a- foot; 
Now is the time for help; your eye in Scotland, Sir, 
Would create ſoldiers, and make women fight. 
Mal. Be it their comfort then 
We 're coming thither: Gracious England hath 
Lent us Seyward, and ten thouſand men; 
An older and a better ſoldier is none 
That chriſtendom gives out. ö 
Roſe. Would I could anſwer | 
This comfort with the like ! But I have words 
That ſhould be howl'd out i' th' deſart air, 
Where hearing could not catch em. 
Macd. What concern they 
The gen'ral cauſe ? Or is 't a grief 
Due to ſome ſingle breaſt ? 
Roſſe. No mind, that 's honeſt, 
But in it ſhares ſome woe; though the main part 
ertains to you alone. 
Macd. If it be mine, 
Keep it not from me; quickly let me have it. 
Roſ/e. Let not your ears deſpiſe my tongue for ever, 
Which ſhall poſleis em with the heavieſt ſound 
hat ever yet they heard. 
Macd. At once [ gueſs, and am afraid to know 
Rofe. Your caſtle is ſurpris'd; your wif- and babes 
Yagely flaugi.ter'd ; to relate the wane, 


— 
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Were on the quarry of thoſe murder'd deer 
To add the death of you. 
Macd. Merciful heav in! 
Mal. Noble Macduf, 
Give {orrow words : the grief that does not ſpeak, 
Whiſpers th' o'ercharged heart, and bids it break, 
Macd. My children too! 
Roge. Wife, children, ſervants, all that could be 
found. 
Macd. And I not with 'em !-—My wife kill'd too! 
Rojje. I've ſaid. 
Mal. Be comforted : 
Let us make med'cines of our great revenge, 
To cure this deadly grief. 

Macd. He has no children, nor can he feel 
A father's grief - My wife, and both my children! 
Oh, rav'nous, helliſh appetite ! all three at once! 

Mal. Endure it like a man. 

Macd. I ſhall do ſo; 

But I muſt alſo feel it as a man: 

J cannot but remember ſuch things were, 

And were moſt precious to me. Did heav'n look on, 
And would n't take their part? Sinful Macduf! 
They were all ſtrack for thee! for thee they fell, 
Not for their own offences, but for thine. a 

Mal. Be this the whetſtone of your ſword, let grief 
Convert to wrath : blunt not the heart, enrage it. 

Macd. O, I could play the woman with mine eyes, 
And braggart with my tongue. —Kind heaven 
Bring this dire fiend of Scotland and myſelf 
But face to face; ſet him within the reach 
Of my keen ſword, and (if he outlive that hour) 
May heav'n forgive his ſins, and puniſh me 
For his eſcape. 

Mal. Tis well—This tune goes manly : 

Come, haſte we to the field, our army's ready, 
Macbeth is ripe for ſhaking ; and the pow'rs above 
Put on their inſtruments. Receive what cheer you may, 
The night is long that never finds a day, [FExeunt. 


ACT 


. 


SCENE an Antechamber. 


Ester Doctor of 710 and Lady Macbeth's 
Centleavoman. 

p 

- Doctor. 


Ltho' I've two nights watch'd, you ſee I can 
perceive no truth in your reports. When was 
lat ſhe walk'd ?. 

Cet. Sir, ſince his majeſty's been gone into the 
id, I've ſeen her riſe from her bed, put on her 
W:izit-gown, unlock her cloſet, take out paper, fold 
WI: write upon 't, read it, afterwards ſeal it, and again 
Win to bed; yet all this while in a moſt ſound 
lep. 
Doct. A ſtrange perturbation in nature! to receive 
t once the benefit of ſleep, and do th' effects of 
aching. Pray, in this ſlumbry agitation (beſides 
er walking) what at any time have you heard her 
=. ' 

nn. That, Sir, which I ſhall not report after 
RB 
| *7H You may to me; and 'tis moſt meet you 
ald. 
WI 6». Neither to you, nor any one, not having a 
Wins to confirm my ſpeech. Look, here ſhe 


e, and, on my life, aſleep. Obſerve her now 
WW cloſe, Sir. 


Enter Lady Macbeth, with a candle. 


Daa. How came ſhe by that light? 

vent, It ſtood by her ! She has one continually in 
= chamber, Sir. 

54. See, ſee, her eyes are open! 

bent. Ay, but their ſenſe is ſhut, 

Da. 
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Doc. What is it ſhe does now? Look, how ſhe rubs 
her hands.— | 
Gent. That's an accuſtom'd action with her; I. 
have known her continue it for a quarter of an hour. 
La. M. Yet here's a ipot.— 5 
Doct. Hiſt, ſhe ſpeaks.— . 
La. M. Out — out, damned ſpot; out, I ſay— One : 
—TWo—nay then 'tis time to do't.— Fy, fy, my lord, 
a ſoldier, and afraid? What need we fear who know 
it, when none can call our power to account? —Ye 
who'd ha' thought th old man had ſo much blood ia 
his veins ? a 
Doe. Do you mark that? 
La. M. Macduff had once a wife ! Where is ſh@ 
now ?—What will theſe hands never be clean ?—-N@ 
more o' that, my lord; no more o that: You mar 
all with this ſtarting. | 
Doe. Go to, goto; I fear you've known ub 
you {ſhould not. =. 
Cent. She has ſpoke what ſhe ſhould not; I'm ſur . 
of that. 
La. M. Here's the ſmell o'the blood ſtill:— All thi 
perfumes of Arabia will not ſweeten this little hang 
— Oh!] oh! ob! | 
Dock. What a ſigh is there Her heart is ſore. 
Charg'd, This is a diſeaſe beyond my practice far. 
La. M. Go, go, waſh your hands, and put on yo 
night-gown; look not ſo pale; I tell you once aga 
Banguo's buried; he can't come out of his grave. 
Doc. Even ſo ?: | 
La. M. To bed; to bed, my love: There's noc 
ing at the gate: Come, come, come, gi me yo 
hand: What's done, cannot be undone: So, ſo; 
bed, to bed, to bed, to bed. [Exit Lady Machell 
Doct. Will ſhe go thither now? 
Gent. Directly. C's j 
Doc. Foul whiſp'rings are abroad, which this col 
firms ; for oft infected minds, to their deaf pillo 
blab their choiceſt ſecrets: If ſo, more needs ſhe 
divine than a phyſician, -Howe'er, be —_— | 
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nendance, and keep a watchful eye upon her. 
Cent. 1 ſhall, good doctor. [Exeunt ſeparately. ] 


SCENE ge field. A march beat. * 


ger Roſſe, Lenox, Caithneſs, Angus, &c. with 
ſeldiers. 


Reſſe. The Engliſh power is near, led on by Malcolm, 
Whoſe preſence now will make thoſe hopes full blown, 
Which hitherto have been but in their bud. 

Caith. I pray you tell us, Sir, | 

 Malco/m's: brother Donalbain among 'em? 

. For certain he is not; tho' (in my lift 

ele diſtinguiſh'd officers) there's Seyward's ſon, 
ul many others rank'd, that ev'n but now 
louch their prime of manhood. 

ing. What hear you of the tyrant, Sir? 

Len. He's ſtrongly fortify'd in Dunſinane: 
wme ſay he's — ; (others that leſs do hate him) 
(lit a valiant fury: but certain tis, 
cannot buckle his diſtemper'd cauſe 
ia the belt of rule. 
4rg. Then does he feel his ſecret murders 
Working in his mind; while hourly revolts 
bead his guilt ; and his looſe ill-got title 
+ ="25 like a giant's robe upon a puny dwarf. 

Roſe, Well, Torture rack his brain 
e, march we on to pay obedience where 

li truly ow'd. Meet we the med' cine of this 
ckly weal, and with him pour into our 


* Luntry's purge, each drop of our beſt blood. 
len. Lead on then, gallant Thane, this idle breath, 
«on in diſcourſe, does but delay his death. 


let us go, 


col tie ſwifteſt haſte is for revenge too flow. [Exeunt.] 
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Roſe, And make us guilty of his life — Quick, 


SCENE 
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SCENE the inſide of Dunſinane-caf]e, 


Enter Macbeth and attendants. 


Mach. Bring me no more reports; let em fly all; 
Till Birnam wood remove to Dunſinane, 
J cannot taint with fear; What's the boy Malcolm? 
What are all the Eng/i/þ ? are they not born of | 
Women? and to all ſuch I am invincible. 
—'Then fly, falſe Thanes ; 

Go, mingle with the Tagliſb epicures ; 
For your revolt has but enflam'd my rage. 


Enter an Officer. 


How now, thou cream-fac'd lown : 

Where got'ſt thou that gooſe-look ? 
Of. There are ten thouſand 
Mach. Geeſe, villain ? 
OF. No; Soldiers, Sir. J 
Mach. Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy fear, 

Thou lily-liver'd boy: What ſoldiers, patch? N 

Death of my ſoul ! thoſe linen cheeks of thine = I 

Are counſellors to fear: What ſoldiers, whey-face ? | 
Of. The Engliſb force, ſo pleaſe you. = 
Mack. Take thy face hence— [Exit Offcer. ll 

Seyton — I'm fick at heart when I behold ſuch RN 

Seyton, I fay !—this puſh will either cheer me, | 

Or diſeaſe me ever. No matter 

J have liv'd long enough; my way of life 

Is fall'n into the ſear, the yellow leaf : 

And that which ſhould accompany old age, 

As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, : 

J muſt not look to have, but (in their ſtead) ; 

Curſes, not loud but deep; mouth-honour ; breath 

Which the poor heart would fain deny, yet dare not 

Seyton.— 


{ 
5 
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Enter Seyton. 


$-y. Your gracious pleaſure, Sir? 
Mach,” What news more ? A 
Sy. All is confirm'd, my lord, which was reported. 
Mach. I'll fight 'till from my bones my fleſh be 
hack'd. | 
{nd out more horſes; ſcour the country round; 
Hang thoſe that talk of fear. 


+ Enter Doctor. 


Now, Doctor, how does your patient? 
Doc. Not fo ſick, my lord, 
i ſhe is troubled with diſturbing fancies 
That keep her from her reſt. 
Mach. Cure her of that :— - 
(an'ſt thou not miniſter to a mind diſeas'd ? 
Pluck from the memory a rooted ſorrow ? 
Raſe out the written troubles of the brain ? 
ad, with ſome ſweet oblivious antidote, 
lleanſe the ſtuff d boſom of that perilous load 
Vhich weighs upon the heart? 
D:#. Therein, my liege, the patient 
Liſt miniſter unto himſelf. 
Mach. Throw phyfick to the dogs; I'll none on't— 
b if thy. ſkill could ſearch into my kingdom, 
find her diſeaſe out, 
and purge it to a ſound and priſtine health, 
[would applaud thee to the very eccho, 
itat ſhould applaud again.— What rhubarb, 
*n2, Or what purgative drug, can ſcour theſe : 
1% hence? Hear'ſt thou aught of them? 
oct. Ay, my good lord; your royal preparation 
kes us hear ſomething ; they're now upon the 
march. | 
cb. Why, let 'em come; 
be mind ! ſway by, and the heart I bear, 
A all never ſag with doubt nor ſhake with fear; 
Xure to flouriſh, and in triumph reign, 


4 Lil Dirram foreſt come to Dun/iraue. [Exeurt, 
| SCEN] 
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SCENE be field. (A march beat.) 


Enter Malcolm, | Seyward, Macduff, young Sey- 
ward, Roſſe, Lenox, Caithneſs, Angus, 
Sc. with Soldiers. 


Macd. This ſun ſhall ſee us drain the tyrant's blood, 
And dry up Scotland's tears. 

Mal. How much are we obliged to England ! 
Which (like a gen'rous neighbour) lifts us up, 
When we were almoſt fall'n below recovery. 7 

Sezyw. The common tye of ſov'reignty demands it; 
For he, who winks A 
At uſurpation in a monarch's throne, 

Invites another to uſurp his own. 

Yo. Seyw. What wood is this before us ? 

Len. The wood of Birnam. 

Macd. Let ev'ry ſoldier hew him down a bough, 
And bear't before him ; ſo ſhall we ſhade 
The number of our hoſt, and make diſcovery 
Err in its report. f 

Rae. Then let us bend our courſe tow'rds Dunſi- 

nane, q 
Where (ſtrongly fortify'd) the tyrant ſculks, 
Secure in prophecies, and harden'd guilt. 

Macd, Alas, he'll find but little ſafety there ; 

His very ſubjects will againſt him riſe: 
The wretched Kernes (now by the bonds of fear 
In forc'd allegiance ty'd) will, when our ſwords ; 
Have cut thoſe bonds, ſtart from obedience 
And embrace our cauſe. 

Mal. Come, friends, the time approaches. L 
That will (with due deciſion) make us know 
Both what we ſhall poſſeſs, and what we owe : 
Thoughts ſpeculative their unſure hopes relate 
But certain iſſue ſtrokes muſt arbitrate : | 
'Tow'rds which advance the war. [ZE xeunt marching 
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59 
| SCENE the inſide of Duriſinane-caſt/e. 
Enter Macbeth, Seyton and ſoldiers; 


Mach. Hang out our banners on the outward walls, 
M The cry is ſtill, They come: Our caſtle's ſtrength 
Will laugh a ſiege to ſcorn. Here let em lye, 
'Till famine and the ague eat 'em up. 
Were they not reinforc'd by trait'rous T hanes, 
We might have met'em dareful, beard to beard, 
And beat 'em backward home. 


[4 Þriek heard within.} 
What noiſe is that? 


Sey. It is the cry of women, my good lord. 

| [Exit Seyton.] 
Mack. I have almoſt forgot the taſte of fears: 
The time has been my ſenſes would have cool'd 
To hear a night-ſhriek ; and my fell of hair 
Would at a diſmal treatiſe rouſe and ſtir, 
As life were in't; but I've ſup'd full with horrors; 
Direneſs (familiar to my ſlaught'rous thoughts) 
Cannot once ſtart me.— 


i- © 
Re-enter Seyton. 


Wherefore was that cry ? 
Sey. The queen, my lord, is dead. 
Mach. She ſhould have died hereafter. == 
Ml There av2u/d ha? been a time for ſuch a word — 
Tomorrow, to-morrow, and to-morrow 
Creep in this petty pace from day to day 
Lo the laſt moment of recorded time; 
And all our yeſterdays have lighted fools 
The way to duſty death. Out, out, ſhort candle? 
ife's but a walking ſhadow; a mere player, 
That ſtruts and frets his hour upoa the ſtage, 
And then is heard no more: It is a tale 
Jod by an idiot, full of ſound and fur) 
TY *ignitying nothing. | 
Ents 
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Enter a Meſſenger. 


Thou com'ſt to uſe thy tongue: Thy ſtory quickly. 
Mef. My gracious lord, 

I ſhould report what I have ſeen, but ſcarce 

Know how to do it. 
Macb. Well, ſay it, Sir. 
Meſ. As I did ſtand my watch upon the hill, 

T look'd tow'rds Birnam, and anon methought 

The wood began to move. ; 
Mach. Liar, and ſlave! * (Strikes hin.] 
Mef. If 't be not ſo, let me endure your wrath: | 

Within theſe three miles may you fee it coming; 

I ſay, a moving grove. | 
Mach. If thou ſpeak'ſt falſe, . 

On the next tree ſhalt thou be hang'd alive 

Till famine cling thee : If truth — 

I care not if thou do'ſt for me as much 

J pull in reſolution; and begin 

To doubt th* equivocation of the fiends 

That lied like truth, Arm, arm, and out! 

If this, which he avouches, does appear, 

There is no flying hence, nor tarrying here. 

Methinks I now grow weary of the ſun; 

And wiſh the world's great glaſs of life was run. 

Ring out th' alarm- bell. blow wind !—— come 

wrack 
At leaſt we'll die with harneſs on our back. ¶ Zæeunt. 
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SCENE before Dunſinane- caſle. 


Enter Malcolm, Seyward, Macduff, young Seyward, ; 
} oſſe, Lenox, Angus, Caithnels, and foldiers 
«ith boughs. 


wary” ron near enough : Your leafy ſcreens throw | 
own, | 
And ſhew like thoſe you are. You, worthy uncle, 
Shall with my couſin, your right noble ſon, + 
Legi our firlt battle, Brave Macduf and u 4 


2 
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Shall gladly take the guidance of the reſt, 
And follow you with ſpeed. 
Seyw. Farewel, my lord; 
The monſter has forſook his hold, 
And comes to offer battle. 
Macd. "Tis welcome news 
Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight 
Haſte - make our trumpets ſpeak; give em all breath, 
Thoſe clam'rous barbingers of blood and death. 
[Exeunt.] [Alarum ſounded.] 


Enter Macbeth. 


Mach. Tis too ignoble, .and too baſe to fly— 
They've ty'd meto the ſtake, and, bear-like, 

I muſt fight the courſe. 4 
What's he that was n't born of woman ? 

Such a one am I to fear, or none 


Enter young Seyward. 


How now ! What ſpright art thou ? | 
To. Seyw. Thy foe, thou buſy tool. What is thy 
name? . 
Mach. Macbetbz. 8 
Yo. Seyww., The devil himſelf could n't have pro- 
nounc'd | | 
A name more hateful to mine ear, 
Macb. No, nor more fearful. 
75. Seyw. Thou leſt abhorred tyrant: With my 
{word 
Ill prove it. 
Macb, Retire fond youth; I wou'd n't nip thy bud 
Why ſhould falcons = on flies ? "Y 
it is below Macbeth to fight with boys. * 
Ve. Seyw. But not to murder women r 
Have at thy heart. 
Macb. Since thou 'rt in love with death then 
Ill vouchſafe it thee. 


Fight, and young Seyward is flain. 
Thou art of woman born, I'm ſure. ; 2 


L | Alarums 
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Alarums, Enter Macduff. 


_— This way the noiſe is :—Tyrant, ſhew thy 
ace: 8 

If thou be'ſt ſlain and with no ſtroke of mine, 

My Wife and childrens Ghoſts will haunt me ſtill. 

J heed not ſlaves who ſell their lives for pay, 
No—my revenge ſhall ſeek a nobler prey; | 
Thro' all the paths of death I'll hunt him; 
Let me but find him, fortune [Exit. Alarum.) 


Enter Macbeth. 


Mach. Why ſhould I play the Roman fool, and die 
Upon my own {word ? While I have living foes 
My wounds ſhew better upon them. | 


Enter Macduff. 


Macd. Turn, hell-hound, turn! 
- Mach. Of all mankind I have avoided thee : 
But get thee back, my ſoul is too much charg'd 
With blood of thine already. 
Macd. I have no Words; | 
My voice is in my ſword : Thou bloodier villain 
Than terms can give thee out. [They fight a paſs or two.] 
Mach. Thou loſeſt labour; | 
As eaſy may'ſt thou the intrenchant air 
With thy keen ſword impreſs, as make me bleed: 
Loet fall thy blade on vulnerable creſts ; | 
I bear a charmed life, which muſt not yield 
'To one of woman born. | | 
Macd. Deſpair thy charm then; 
And let the Angel whom thou ſtill haſt ſerv'd 
Tell thee Macduff was from his mother's womb 
Untimely rip'd.— ; 
Mach. Accurſed be the tongue that tells me ſo 
For it has cow'd my better part of man: a 
And be thoſe juggling fiends no more believ'd, 
That palter with us in a double ſenſe; 
That keep the word of promiſe to our ear, 
And break it to our hope I will not fight with th 
Macd. Thep yield thee, coward, p 
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nd live to be the ſhew, the gaze o th' time. 
Hach. I will not yield 
To kiſs the ground before young Malcelm's feet; 
Nor to be baited with the rabble's curſe. 
Though Birnam-wood be come to Dunſinane, 
And thou, oppos'd, be of no woman born, 
Yet I will brave my fate — Lay on Macduff ; 
and damn'd be he that firſt cries, Hold! Enough! 
. [They fight, and Macbeth fa/ls.] 
Macd. This for my royal maſter Duncan; — 
This for my deareſt wife ;—and this, for thoſe 
ledges of our loves, my hapleſs children.— 
[A out beard, and retreat ſounded. ] 
Hark, a retreat is founded Then the day's our own— 
ll (as a trophy) bear away his ſword 


To witnels my revenge. [Exit } 
Mach. Tis done—The ſcene. of life will quickly 
cloſe, 


umbition's vain delufive dreams are fled, 
and now I wake to darkneſs, guilt, and horror 
cannot bear it. Let me ſhake it off — 
two'not be—My foul is clog'd with blood, 
ad cannot riſe—[ dare not aſk for mercy !— 
l too late— Hell drags me down I fink— 
i- Oh! my ſoul's loſt for ever. Dies.] 


d fouri/ 3 then Enter Malcolm, Seyward, Roſſe, Le- 
nox, Angus, Caithnels, c. avith feldters, 


Mel. T would the Friends we miſs were ſafe arrived! 

(xv. Some muſt go off: And yet by theſe J ſee 

great a Day as this is cheaply bought. 

M/. Macduff is miſſing, and your noble ſon. 

Re, Your fon, my lord, has paid a ſoldier's debt; 

only liv'd but till he was a man; | 

lt which no ſooner had his prow'ſs confirm'd 

Uthe unſhrinking ſtation where he fought, 

it like a man he died. 

do. Then is he dead? 

ke. Ay, and brought off the field: Your cauſe 
of torrow 


ul rot be meaſured by his worth, - for then 


v0. 


It 
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It hath no end. 

Seyw. Had he his hurts before ? 

Roſfje. Yes, on the front. 

Seyw. Why then, heav'n's ſoldier be he! 
Had J as many ſons as I have hairs, 
J would n't wiſh em to a fairer death. 


Enter Macduff with Macbeth's ſword, which kneeling 
he preſents to Malcolm. 


Macd. Hail, King! for ſo thou art.—Behold where 
the uſurper lyes. 
And though I ſhould n't boaſt, that one 
(Whom guilt might eaſily weigh down) 
Fell by my hand, yet I preſent you with 
The Tyrant's ſword, to ſhew heav'ns juſtice 
In allotting me ſuch luxury of vengeance ! 
1 ſee thee compaſs'd with thy kingdom's peers, 
That ſpeak my ſalutation in their looks, 
Whoſe voices I defire aloud with mine— 
Hail, Malcolm, King of Scotland! 
All. Hail Malcolm, King of Scotland ! 
Mal. We ſhall not make a large expence of time, 
Before we reckon with your ſeveral loves ; 
Thanes and kinſmen, | 
Henceforth be Earls; the firſt that ever Scotland 
Saw honour'd with that title ; and may it flouriſh 
On your families; though (like the laurels 
You have won to day) tis ſprung from fields of blood 
Drag hence the body, and let it hang upon 
A pinnacle in Dunfinane, to ſhew 
To future ages what to thoſe is due, 
Who others right by lawleſs po'wr purſue: 
AMacd. Now may kind fortune crown your reign 
. with peace, 
As it has bleſs'd your army with ſucceſs; | 
And may your people's pray rs ſtill wait on you, 
As all their curſes did Macbeth purſue : ; 
His vice ſhall make your virtue ſhine more bright, 
As a fair day ſucceeds a ſtormy night, 


F 1 N 1 8 


xl 


PLAYS Printed for . I hiteſtone. 


| HREE HOURS AFTER MARRIAGE, 

a Comedy; with a Key to Do. and a 

Letter giving an Account of the origin of the 

Quarrel between Cibber, Pope and Gay, the Au= 
thors of this Play, 


I, EVERY MAN IN HIS HUMOUR, a Co- 
medy; written by Ben Jobnſon, with Alterations 
and Additions, by David Garrick, Eſq; 


Il, THE PROVORK'D WIFE, a Comedy; writ- 
ten by Sir John Fanbrug. 


IV. THE WAY TO KEEP HIM, 
a Comedy. Written by 


* 
V. THE DESART ISLAND, a) Mr. Murphy. 
Dramatic Poem. 


. CLEONE, a Tragedy; written by Mr. Do gli. 
VII. THE MAN OF MODE, or SIR FOPLING 
FLUTTER, a Comedy ; written by Sir George 
Etheridge. ; 
VIII, COMUS, a Maſk ; as now adapted to the 
Stage. | | 
IX. ALZIRA, a Tragedy; written by M. de V 


taire. 


i THE GENTLE SHEPHERD, a Scots paſto- 
ral Comedy ; with new Songs, Written by. 
Allan Ramſay. 2 


U. THE EMPEROR OF THE MOON. 
Al. LILLIPUT, a Farce; written by David 


. 


Garrick, Eſq; 


ll THE SONGS OF THE BEGGARS O- 
ERA, Price two Pence. 


BOOKS 


BOOKS Printed for V. Jhineftone: 


I. THE MUSE'S BANQUET, or COMPLEAT 
SONGSTER; being a Collection of the moſt 
celebrated NEW SONGS, ſung laſt Seaſon at 

 Fauxhall, Ranelagh, Marybone Gaidens, Sad. 

lers-Wells, and at the Theatres in London and 
Dublin, &c. Price Bound 17 74+ in marble 
Paper, 1s 1d. * 124+ BY 

II. A GENERAL VIEW of the STAGE, in 
four Parts; by Mr. Wilkes, Price 5s 5d. 


III. STACKHOUSES LIFE. OF. CHRIST and 
the APOSTLES. Price 5s 5d. | 


IV. FULLER'S ASTRONOMY. Price 4s 44. 
V.  OBSERVATYONS on the PROPHECIES of 
DANIEL, and the APOCALYPSE of St. Jab 
by Sir 1/azc Næadtan. Price 4 4. 
VI. DUTTON'S SHERIFF.” Price 57 54. 
VII. A. SUPPLEMENT to 'POPE'S WORKS. 
Price 2s 8d 5. | 1 
VIII. TURNER'S ENGLISH GRAMMER. 
.__Price6d . „ 
IX. POLYDORE AND JULIA, or THE LI. 
BERTINE RECLAIMED;* a Novel. Price 
-* . Boand 25 24, in blue Paper 17 74% f. 
N. ANEW and Eaſy SYSTEM of GEOGRAPHY 
for the Inſtruction of Youth. Price” 194, . 
XI. FARNABY'S RHETORIC. _ Price 34, 
XII. THE JUSTICE OF THE SUPREME BE- 
ING, A Poem; which obtained Mr. $:at-» 5 
Premium at the Univerlity of Oxferd, By 6. 
Bally, A. M. Price 6 4. 


= 


